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TO THE HEHOBT OF ONE UTEIT DEPARTED. 



jr ever hearts were rent hy raiUees death* 
li ever tears of desolate grief were shed, 
It was by those who watched thj parting breath. 
And saw thee dead I 

But if assurance of eternal rest 
Ere brought to broken hearts its heavenly peace,— 
TeUing the mourners that the soul is blest 
By death's release : 

Oahning the wild distracticm of the brain, 
The rushing tears, the speechless agony I — 
It was the glorious thought, that death was gain, 
When thou didst die I 

Death had no terrors for thy stedfast souI,~- 
No sting from cherished and unpardoned sin; 
No power of eyil there, with dark control, 
Ruled all within. 



For Qod had made thine heart His Uest abode, 
His temple of bright hopes and pore desires ; 
And kindled on its shrine a flume that glowed 
With quendiless fires I 

And from thy meek Redeemer's wounded side 
The fountain sprung that washed thy sins away, 
That guiltless thou should'st stand, and justified, 
On the great day I 

And thou didst erer take the lowest place, — 
The mind that was in Christ shone forth in thee,^* 
That sweety retiring, and unconscious grace, 
Humility. 

Yet from that lowly heart, deep-rooted there, 
High principles and generous deeds sprung forth: 
The plain strong sense of rights the judgment clear. 
Of priceless worth. 

Thine only standard God's unerring Word ; 
Diyinely taught its vital truths to see ; 
Thine only pattern that incarnate Lord 
Who died for thee I 

And thou didst walk in wisdom's pleasant ways, 
Thy feet with holiest peace diyinely shod ; 
Unmoved alike by human blame or praise, — 
True to thy God I 



Th J smileti thj gentle smileti we itfll reeaU,— 
For thoa wert gentle as the gentle doye,— 
Shedding their loyelj inflaenoe on all 
Who shared thy lore. 

We saw them still, when we oonld only weep^ 
Spreading a lustre nrand thy dying bed ; 
Their lingering sweetness, in that hreatUesa sleeps 
Was o'er thee shed. 

Bat thoa art gone, — from every care remoyed,— 
Thy blest exchange, ah I why should we deplore f 
Or weep, with selfish tears, that one so lored 
Should weep no more t 

For why associate now with grief or woe 
Tliy saintly brightness, and thy glorious rest : 
Linking thy life in heaven, with earth below. 
Since thou art blest t 

A little while fiirewell 1 we soon shall have 
Glad meetings — jei a little while delayed. 
Farewell I We hang this garland on the grave 
Where thou art laid. 



"Some said,* John, print it;' others said, * Not so ; * 
Some said, * It might do good ;' others said, * Na' " 

JOKN BmrTAN. 

Two reasons have led to the publication of this 
vdume, both of which laid upon me a pleasant con- 
straint. It was intimated, at the conclusion of a 
former volume, Thankfulness^ that its reception would 
probably determine the question, whether a sequel 
to it should appear. Many letters have come to me 
from unknown writers — more than one even from 
America — and I could not choose but comply with 
requests which they contained, that the partly-pro- 
mised volume should be published. I candidly state, 
that the requests of my unknown friends were in 
accordance with my own wishes. 

The second reason, above referred to, was, that, 
some years ago, a letter was put into my hand, by a 
most valued friend, from a clergyman quite unknown 
to me, an extract from which I here give : — " I am 
not at all sure that the subject of this note is worth 



tiu 

attention, for the thonghts, oftentimes doleful, of a 
poor old conujbry parscm, driven into an obscure cor- 
ner of the universe, and shut up there, are politically 
and ecclesiastically little or nothing worth; but it 
has occurred to me, in the cogitations which our 
present circumstances have well-nigh forced upon 
me, that a book, not long or expensive, written in a 
lively style of genuine piety and scriptural soundness, 
on the following subject, might be very useful ; and 
being myself quite unable to write such a book, a 
question arose, in my mind, whether the Rev. C. B. 
Tayler, of Chester, might not treat such a point in a 
popular, sound, and useful manner. The title might 
be of this sort : ^ Ideal of a Christian Church, drawn 
from Scripture, and from that which has been most 
conformed to the spirit of Scripture, both in the best 
and worst times.' 

'< I think that a simple sketch of a pious, humble, 
spiritual Episcopate, Parochial Ministry, Lay Associ- 
ations, &c., &c., might be very pleasing and profitable* 
George Herbert might be referred to, with great 
advantage, in many cases, the lives of some bishops, 
such as Leighton, or clergymen, also of soipi^^laymen. 
Perhaps a peep into some records connected with the 
Episcopal Church in America, might be of service." 



ix 

The reader of the yolume, now published, will see, 
that I have by no meaiyi followed 01:^ the wishes of 
the excellent clergyhian whose letter I have oited, but 
that letter was the chief inducement which led me to 
apply myself to the work which now appears. The 
writer of the letter has since entered into his rest. I 
saw the notice of his death in the public papers, when 
I was about to write to him ; but though I have only 
taken a hint from his suggestions, it has been a pleas- 
ing thought to me, that I should be endeavoring, in 
some imperfect sense, to fulfil his wishes. 

The yolume, though it be considered as a work of 
fiction, is not so, either as to persons or circumstances ; 
no portion of it is personal, no locality could be 
pointed out, but almost every part is drawn from 
observation. The picture of a landscape-painter may 
represent to the eye of the spectator an ideal scene ; 
but the whole has probably been produced from the 
pages of his sketch-book. A group of trees, an aerial 
mountain, a peculiar sunset, a road-side bank, &c., 
actually sketched on the spot, may present in their 
combination a landscape which no one could remem- 
ber to have seen ; but each part of the composition is 
true to nature, and has, as a fragment, an actual 
existence. Such, I may assure my reader, are the 



nmtten piotores whiob I am aacuatomed to set before 
him ; and notwithstanding .the olgeotions which are 
made by some persons to what are termed works of 
fiction, I am not at all convinced that I should be 
dcHng what is right, if to please such objectors, I were 
to lay aside my pen, and publish no more. I bad at 
one time made up my mind to do so, under what I am 
now convinced was a mistaken impression. I have not 
only been recommended by men of the highest Chris* 
tian character to go on writing, but I have also received 
so many accounts of the good effect which, by Grod's 
blessing, has been actually produced by my books — 
their having indeed, in many instances, been blessed 
of Him, to the actual conversion of the reader — that I 
am now determined, while the opportunity is still 
prolonged to me, to continue to write. That which 
was at one time almost an undefined hope of jjfoing 
good, has now assumed the definite form of a solemn 
duty ; and I am more and more convinced, that while 
there are some minds so constituted, that they would 
receive nothing which does not come before them in 
the didactic shape of a sermon or an essay, there 
are a tenfold number who will only receive instruction 
in the form by which I have endeavored to convey it. 
My chief care must be, as I trust it has long been, to 



be true to God, and to represent, and recommend, no- 
thing which is not in strict accordfinoe 'mth His 
divine word ; and my wish is that while I would if 
possible be true to nature in my delineations of 
character, not to amuse, by merely showing society, 
in a nominally Christian country, as it is ; but to 
edify, by representing Christian society as it ought 
to be. 

I fully respond to the quaint verses prefixed as 
an apoiogy, by John Bunyan, to his glorious allegory. 
The PilgrMs Progress; many of them might be 
brought forward in answer to those who denounce 
all but didactic works on religious subjects. I give 
but these few lines :— 

*' May I not \nite in such a style as this, 
In such a method too, and yet not miss 
My end, thy good ? Why may it not be done f 
Dark clouds bring waters, when the bright bring none. 
Yea, dark or bright, if they tlieir silver drops 
Cause to descend, the earth by yielding crops 
Gives praise to both, and carpeih not at ettfaer, 
But treasures- up the fruit they yield together." 



" Let me add one word more. O man of God, 
Art thou offended? Dost thou wish I had 
Pat forth my matter in another dress ! 
Or, that I had in things been more express t 



xn 

I find not that I am denjed the tne 

Of ibis mj method, so I no abuse 

Put on the ^ords, things, readers, or be mde 

In handling figure or similitude 

In application; but all that I may 

Seek the advance of truth, this or that vnj. 

Denjed, did I say ! Nay, I have leave 

(Examples, too, and that firom them -who hare 

God better pleased by their words and ways 

Than many a man who Uveth now-adays) 

Thus to express my mind, thus to declare 

Things unto thee that excellentest are. 

I find that Holy Writ, in many places, 

Hath semblance with this method, where the 

Do call for one thing to set fiirth another. 

Use it I may, then, and yet nothing smother. 

« Truth's golden beams— nay, by this metiiod— may 

Make it cast forth its beams as brighl as day."* 
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** Feed the flock of God -whicb is among yon, tsking the ovenighi 
thereof, not bj constraint, but willingly ; not for fllthj lucre, bat of 
a ready mind." — i Pma t. 2. 



CHAPTER I. 

" And so we must leave Springhurst ! " — There had 
been a long and thoughtful pause before these words 
were spoken ; and a deep sigh had been their prelude 
from the lips of her that breathed them. 

It was a bright morning in April, the first real 
Spring morning ; a soft shower was just over, and the 
grass, and the flowers, and the bursting leaves, were 
all glittering in the warm, golden sunshine ; the gentle 
breeze was laden with balmy fragrance, the hedge-row 
banks were blue with violets, the air was ringing with 
the songs of joyous birds, and all nature seemed to be 
keeping holiday. 
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The pastor's wife was sitting at the open window, 
enjoying the early calm of the morning : her bible was 
in her hand, but some train of thought which had been 
at first suggested by the portion of sacred writ that 
she was reading, had drawn her mind to the subject 
which was then of almost absorbing interest to her 
husband and to herself. Her simple tastes and her 
happy home, had led her to sigh over a ehange which 
the world is apt to regard as a great advantage, and a 
high distinction. Neither she nor her husband had 
ever been ambitious of worldly advancement. They 
were indifferent to rank and wealth, contented with 
the unnoticed sphere in which the Disposer of all 
human events had placed them, and meekly and dili- 
gently striving to fulfil its duties, not with eye service, 
but in singleness of heart. But a call had come, which 
was not to be lightly regarded ; and Mr. Temple felt 
that his decision must not be lightly made. Serious 
thought he had given to the subject, and frequent con- 
ference he had held with his beloved wife ; regarding 
her, with justice, not only as the most faithful, but 
perhaps the wisest friend he had on earth." JBut he 
had also felt that on such a question, higher counsel 
and directions were needed than any human adviser 
could give. He had passed many hours in secret 
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prayer to Him who is the Father of lights, and the 
Fouatain of wisdom: and he had sought for the 
guidance of a Divine influence^ and for the healthful 
and sanctified exercise of those powers of reflection 
and judgment with which G-od had endued him. 
Those common and earthly inducements which usually 
carry weight with most men, had not for a moment 
been entertMied by him ; and there is no contradic- 
tion in asserting that one chief reason why he was 
suited for the high office of an overseer in the Church, 
was, that he had neither sought nor desired it. 

A letter which he had received from his brother, 
containing the offer of the Bishopric of Z — , had 
arrived some days before. "You will remember,'' 
wrote his brother, " the conversation that passed be- 
tween us in your study, when I was last with you ; 
and before I enter further upon the subject of this let- 
ter, let me assure you, that I have been true to the 
promise which you then exacted. I have made no use 

of the influence which I possess with Lord H , to 

seek preferment for you. You may indeed say, my 
dear Allan — I speak with reverence ! that the thing is 
of Grod. I wish I could speak of such subjects with 
the same heartfelt convictions as yourself. I now re- 
late, however, a mere matter of fact. When engaged 
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tills morning in a confidential interview with my noble 
friend, on a question of muck Importance, he said to 
me rather abruptly, after our consultation was ended, 
* I must detain you a few minutes, to tell you that 
I9^is morning's post has brought me the tidings of the 
sudden death of the old Bishop of Z — . I have seen 
his Majesty on the subject, and he has graciously 
acceded to my suggestion, that the vacant See should 
be offered to your brother.' Before I quitted the room, 
his lordship dropped a hint, which, if I know any- 
thing of your conscientious feelings, my dear Allan, 
will go far towards influencing your decision ; for you 
are a strange unaccountable being on some points, and 
I fear the mere elevation of the office would offer but 
littlQ temptation to you. I do wish you had a little 
more of what you would call worldly ambition, but 
which I deem to be a very natural and proper desire of 
seeking a more extended sphere of doing good. The 
hint to which I allude, which was dropped by Lord 

H , was this: that if you should decline the 

offered distinction, the bishopric will be offered to 

the notorious Dr. S , whose easy conscience, as 

you are well aware, enables him to hold and to pub- 
lish Socinian opinions, and yet to continue in the 
established Church. 
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'< I must do both you and Lord H the justice 

to add, that it is not altogether owing to my interest 
that you owe this offer. Lord H was muoh taken 
with you and with Lucy, when you met him the au- 
tumn before last at my house at Twickenham. Hi» 
has frequently spoken of you both to me, in terms of 
high approval; your sermon he pronounced admir- 
able, and I think he was right in doing so. He 
professes to be somewhat of a theologian, though you 
will wonder, as I do, how he is able to reconcile yotur 
views of religious doctrine with those of the Socinian 

Doctor S . Bat Lord H was a friend of the 

late queen Caroline, the admirer and patron, you are 
aware, of the celebrated Dr. Clarke. 

" Do not delay your reply beyond a day or two. 
Love to dear Lucy, and my pet Oertrude. 

" I open my letter to tell you, that by the mail 
just come in from Madras, I see the arrival of the . 
Downton Castle; her passengers all in good health. 
The list is given, and among them I see the name of 
the Rev. Ferdinand Harington. I wish he were here 
to take your place at Springhurst ; but I think I can 
promise you that a man of your own mind shall suc- 
ceed you. Tour's affectionately, 

Dereham." 
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The eldest brother of Mr. Temple had been raised 
to the peerage some years previous to the date of the 
above letter. He was at this time a leading member 
of the cabinet, and the confidential friend of the pre- 
Oiier, having come into office as one of the ministry 
under Lord H . 

The decision had been made, and the reply for- 
warded through Lord Dereham, by which Mr. Temple 
had accepted the bishopric. It was a step taken 
upon thorough conviction ; but it was not taken with- 
out sorrow and heaviness of heart. '' Hitherto hath 
the Lord helped me," said the country pastor to him- 
self, ^' and I cannot and will not doubt that I shall find 
Him a very present help in in every season of neces- 
sity ; but I must prepare for the encounter of trials 
and temptations of which I have hitherto formed but a 
faint conception." 

But while these thoughts and questionings rose 
within him, that well known assurance, which has 
given confidence to so many of Grod's faithful servants, 
presented itself with especial force to his mind ; ** Cer 
tainly I will be with thee." 

From the day that his decision was made, every 
object at Springhurst was viewed under a new aspect. 
It seemed to him as if the invisible links that had 
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bound him to his beloved parish and to his affeotionate 
flock were severed. The time had not oome to men- 
tion to any of them the separation that was to take 
place ; but the sadness of his look, and the mournful 
voice and abstracted manner of their lately cheerful 
pastor, were noticed by many. His wife shared in all 
his feelings. Her judgment had agreed with his, and 
with him she sorrowed in heart at the prospect of 
leaving the place, and the people among whom she 
had hoped to live and die. The suddenness of the 
call had in a manner disconcerted them. They had 
had no desire or thought of leaving Springhurst ; and 
after the decision was made — ^though they did not 
waver, or think of reversing it — ^they had many a sad 
foreboding that they were about to exchange a life of 
calm and useful happiness for one of perplexity and 
trial. The worldly and the ambitious could not have 
understood their feelings, and would not have given 
credit to them. But there is that in the religion of the 
earnest and devoted followers of Him whose kingdom 
is not of this world, which the worldly and ambitious 
cannot understand or appreciate. " The way of life 
is above to the wise ; " their course is in a higher par- 
allel than that of the children of this world. The di- 
vine directions which they had hitherto endeavored f^ 
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follow, " This is the way, walk' ye in it," seemed to 
point out to them the path which they were called to 
pursue, and they followed it. 

Not many weeks had passed away, when the ring- 
ing of the beUs of the old city of Z , announced to 

the inhabitants that their new bishop had arrived. 
He heard them, while humbled in heart he was meek- 
ly kneeling on his knees, the door shut and locked, in 
the retirement of the library of his new residence. 
He was praying for the wisdom of the serpent, and 
the harmlessness of the dove ; and that He, from 
whom all holy desires, all good counsels, and all just 
works do proceed, would make His divine strength 
perfect in the human weakness of His creature. He 
sought to realize before Grod, the tremendous respon- 
sibility of his ojSice ; and he prayed for that largeness 
of heart, and that power of faith, which might enable 
him to take Grod at His word, that He will supply all 
our need, according to His riches in glory 'by Christ 
Jesus. 

As he rose from his knees, and his eyes glanced 
round on the antique character of the apartment, the 
ancient volumes, many of which had stood for hun- 
dreds of years upon their oaken shelves, and the 
quaint but expressive portrait of one who had been 
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perhaps the most humble and holy of his predeoessors 
in the bishoprioy — ^the thought passed aoross his mindi 
and filled him with solemn reflections, how many a 
one had successively entered that library as he had 
but just done, and stood perhaps where he was then 
standing, thinking as he then thought, filled with the 
same self-distrust, and looking to G-od as he was then 
looking to Him, through the great Shepherd and 
Bishop of our souls, for wisdom and for strength. 
They had all passed away, and the place which had 
known them knew them now no more. They were 
gone to their great account, and he was now put in trust 
with their office. A few short years, at the farthest, 
would pass away, and another would stand where he 
then stood: his work would also be done, and he 
would be also gone to render up his account ! That 
was indeed a solexno season to him ; and in future 
years he often looked back and thanked Grod for the 
deep and awful sense He had then given him of the 
weighty charge which was then laid upon him ; and 
for the deep spirit of earnestness which He had also 
graciously given to him, in answer to his fervent . 
prayer. 

His eyes sought for that which is the chief orna- 
ment of a Christian pastor's study, even as it oughf 
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to be the chief delight of his heart. It lay upon a 
low desk of dark oak, as old, it might be, as the sacred 
volame itself. It was braced and clasped with plates 
of graven brass, and fastened to the desk by a chain 
of the same metal. With an eager hand he tamed 
over the inspired pages, and sought for many a well* 
known passage. He bent with earnest gaze over the 
prayer of Solomon, 1 Kings iii. 7, — and his mind 
caught up from the sacred text those expressions 
which seemed to suit themselves to his own peculiar 
position: " I am but a little child — ^I know not how to 
go out or come in" — "Give thy servant an under- 
standing heart, that I may discern between good and 
bad." And then he turned to the 2nd chapter of Pro- 
verbs, the third verse : " If thou criest after know- 
ledge, and liftest up thy voice for understanding: if 
thou seekest her as silver, and searchest for her as for 
hid treasures : then sbalt thou understand the fear of 
the Lord, and find the knowledge of Grod. For the 
Lord giveth wisdom : out of His mouth cometh know- 
ledge and understanding. He layeth up sound wis- 
dom, for the righteous : he is a buckler to them that 
walk uprightly. He keepeth the paths of judgment, 
and preserveth the way of His saints. Then shalt 
thou understand righteousness, and judgment, and 
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equity ; yea, every good path." And still he tamed 

i 

over the leaves, and stopped to read, and to think, 
while his inward spirit was alternately raised, or 
depressed, or softened by the inspired words. Bat 
his thoughts and feelings tooJt gradually an upward 
direction — the direction of prayer, and kneeling before 
that inspired volume, his hands clasped, his eyes 
raised towards heaven, he poured out his whole 
heart in earnest supplication ; and he ootttinued in 
prayer, unconscious of time, till the gentle voice of 
his wife at the door, recalled his spirit from its high 
and reverent communion with his heavenly Father. 

He rose up and opened the door, but only to admit 
his faithful partner, and to close it, as he had done^ 
before; and then again he knelt down, and she 
knelt beside him, as he commended her and himself 
to the Lord God, and sought again for grace to 
strengthen their hearts, and to direct and uphold 
them in their appointed path. He prayed that they 
might be like-minded, that all lightness of mind might 
be taken away from them ; that all high thoughts and 
imaginations might be brought down ; that they might 
not, on either side, be a hindrance the one to the other, 
in their future course, but that they might be humble 
in heart, watchfril and diligent in spirit, single in eye, 
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instant in prayer, constant in praise and thanksgiving, 
earnest in everything they undertook, faithful unto 
death, bringing every thought into captivity to the 
obedience of Christ; prepared at any moment, how- 
ever short or sudden their summons might be, to render 
up their account unto the Lord their G-od. 

^' There is one," said the bishop, as his wife stood 
beside him, gazing upon the portrait which hung over 
the mantel-piece of the library, — ^that to which we have 
already alluded, — *^ There is one, whose portrait is well 
placed here, as a remembrance to his successors. I 
shaU love to look upon that grave, mild countenance, 
and to recall his earnestness of spirit. I shall love to 
think of him as when he was present here — ^the living, 
thinking occupant of this chamber, bringing all the 
energies of his powerful mind, in the severe exercise 
of thought, to the patient study of some abstruse and 
difficult question, till he had mastered and simplified 
it for himself, and was thus enabled to present the 
precious truth, for which he had searched, divested of 
every extraneous and unnecessary encumbrance, and 
in all its lucid and majestic loveliness, to others. And 
I shall love still more to think of him as the humble 
searcher into the pure depths of this one Book, the 
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message and written word of the living God to His 
guilty and helpless creatures ; and, as praying, deeply 
conscious of his own personal guilt and helplessness, 
for more light and more love, and more of that oalm 
and holy self-possession so needed by him who is placed 
as the overseer among his brethren in the Lord's vine- 
yard. Ah, Lucy," he continued, "if these venerable 
walls could speak, what facts of intense interest might 
they not re-echo of what has passed in the seolnsioa 
of this apartment ! how they might testify of the 
heart's outpourings, or of its strong wrestlings in 
prayer, or of its silent contemplations, its seasons of 
deep depression after close self-examination, or of its 
joyful thankfulness when the man was led to look oat 
of himself, and unto Jesus, and to rest with a perfect 
and confiding trust upon Him who has taught us to 
glory even in our infirmities, that the power of Christ 
may rest upon us ! " 

" There were others," said Lucy, " besides that ' 
eminently godly man, whose portrait now looks down 
upon us — who have also shone as lights in the world : 
and who, if I am not mistaken, have preceded you in 
the reponsible charge of this diocese ; others, whose 
saintly lives and heaven*taught wisdom we have often 

dwelt upon together ; a few of that cloud of witnesses 

2 
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whom you may well regard as remembrancers to yon, 
my husband, when your spirit failsy when your faith 
wavers, and when your inward temptations are strong ; 
when, indeed, you experience those fears within, anJ 
those fightings without^ to which (Hie, who has been 
called of God to the office that you occupy, is pecu- 
liarly exposed." 

" Yes, and there is one, my own true yoke-fellow,'* 
he said, gazing with tender and approving affection 
upon her ; " one tried and faithful friend ever at my 
side, who continually reminds me of those honorable 
women of whom mention is so frequently made in the 
Epistles of Paul ; one whom I may speak of as he 
spake of Phoebe and Priscilla, and ' the beloved Persis/ 
even as * a servant of the Church,' and as 'laboring 
much in the Lord.' The bishop's wife has her ap- 
pointed place, as well as her husband ; and while I 
thank God that He has given me a godly wife, I 
heartily pray that He may give you grace to labor 
with me in this arduous callinof. Arduous, indeed," 
he added, with a saddened and almost depressed ex 
pression of countenance, '* for let me own to you what 
I have never spoken before, — that in my secret heart I 
sometimes fear that I have done wrong in attempting 
to undertake such an awful charge, and that I shrink 
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from it with what you might, perhaps, deem a cow- 
ardly spirit." 

"You are right and yet you are wrong my 
husband," she replied : " you cannot distrust yourself 
too much ; but, at the same time, it is not possible to 
place too entire a trust in Him who, having called you 
to the work, will certainly qualify you for it. You 
must not yield to fear ; you must exercise faith; you 
must not shrink, but be strong in the Lord, and the 
power of His might ; ' faithful is He who hath called 
you ; and as He implanted it in your heart, when the 
call came unsolicited and unsought, to accept the 
office of a bishop, 0, never forget those words of 
inspiriting comfort to the man whose eye is single, 
and whose aim is the glory of Grod : ' This is a true 
saying : if a man desire the office of a bishop, he 
desireth a good work.' " 



CHAPTER II. 



' Approred of Gkxl, a workman that needeth not to be MVfi"*f^ 
lighilj dividing the Word of trath."— 2 Tdl u. 1& 



One spirit seemed to direct and influence the bishop, 
from the time thut he entered upon the duties of his 
oharge. He had studied and he had endeavored to 
carry out the divine instructions expressed in those 
icemarkable words, of the wise man : " Keep thy heart 
with all diligence, for out of it are the issues of life. 
Put away from thee a froward mouth, and perverse 
lips put far from thee. Let thine eyes look right on, 
and let thine eye-lids look straight before thee. Pon- 
der the path of thy feet, and let all thy ways be estab- 
lished. Turn not to the right hand nor to the left." * 
His course was straight forward, and his spirit earnest 
m pressing forward in that course. There was a god- 
ly simplicity about his words and actions, which might 

* PjToverbs iv. 28, 
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seem, at first dight, to betray an unguarded oharaotef ; 
but a closer observation showed as plainly to all who 
were brought into contact with hini) that it was 
the simplicity of wisdom ; and that he was one of 
those noble-minded men, who haying considered the 
way that lay before him, and grasped the difficulties 
of his opurse, had made up his mind to meet them^ 
not only with an undaunted spirit, but with a cheerful 

• 

and confiding temper. He knew where his strength 
was to be found ; and his secret walk was that walk 
of £Eiith, which enables a man to come out of self, and 
to look off from self, and to look up steadfastly unto 
Him who is the Author and Finisher of our fidth. 
Often would he recall the prayer which had been 
offered up at his consecration, and in which he had 
joined with his whole heart : " Almighty God, giver 
of all good things, who by Thy holy Spirit hast ap- 
pointed divers orders of ministers in Thy Church, 
mercifully behold this Thy servant, now called to the 
work and ministry of a bishop ; and replenish him so 
with the truths of Thy doctrine, and adorn him with 
innocency of life, that both by word and deed he may 
faithfully serve Thee in this office, to the glory of Thy 
namei^and the edifying and well-governing of Thy 
Chnreh, through the merits of our Saviour Jesus 
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Christ, who liveth and reigneth with Thee and the 
Holy Ghost, world without end, Amen." Deep and 
fervent had been the tone with which he had pro- 
nounced that Amen ; and his constant endeavor was to 
echo and repeat that Amen — not with his lips, but in 
his life. The fault of his character, while the minis- 
ter of a country parish, had been, that his graces wore 
somewhat of a negative aspect, and perhaps in the 
quiet routine of his secluded sphere, there had been 
but little to draw them forth ; but from the time that 
he entered upon the office of a bishop, they came out 
in positive and active energy. He was evidently one 
to whom Grod had given the spirit of power, as well of 
love and soberness. 

The bishop soon discovered that he had come to a 
place where the general character of those with whom 
he was to be associated was formality and worldliness. 
The state of our Church at that period in England is 
now well known. A spirit of slumber had fallen up- 
on most of her members, both among her ministers 
and her laity. The pride and enmity of the natural 
heart had been stirred up to its depths, by the bold 
and godly zeal of two distinguished men, who had 
been driven from the pale of the Established Clmrch, 
George Whitfield and John Wesley. They had been 
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foToed into a course, which many wise and good men 
of more timid minds regarded not only with alarm, 
hot with strong disapprobation ; but which God, in 
His infinite wisdom, overruled for His own glory, 
causing it to issue in a most remarkable revival of 
vital religion in this country. Everything that sa- 
vored of spiritual life and godliness was looked upon, 
however, by many with distrust and dislike, and stig- 
matized as fanaticism. Such was especially the case 
with the upper class of the clergy and laity in the old 

cathedral city of Z . 

The Bishop of Z felt that he had a difficult 

course to steer, and that skilful and delicate manage- 
ment was needed. Though he knew that boldness 
and decision were requisite in one who occupied the 
place of a leader in the Church militant, he remem- 
bered also that he was called upon to be gentle unto 
all men, apt to teach, patient, in meekness instructing 
those who opposed themselves. But he had full direc- 
tions always at hand in the Holy Scriptures, and a 
pattern of ministerial faithfulness and wisdom in the 
great Apostle. Much as he admired and enjoyed the 
writings of those distinguished men, by whose works 
his library was enriched, and much as he loved to 
dwell upon the records which they had left of their 
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thoughts, and which they or others had given of their 
personal histories ; stilly while he felt and confessed, 
in unaffected humility, his own inferiority to them, he 
was ever^n his guard, lest he should be insensibly 
drawn away from that only standard of truth which 
the Lord Grod has given to man. He was well aware 
of the tendency of the natural mind, even in the most 
advanced believers, to dilute or to deteriorate in some 
degree, the pure, strong doctrine of the Word of God ; 
and he felt there was that in his own heart, which in- 
clined him to assimilate with that which is of man 
rather than with that which is of Grod : therefore, with 
a holy jealousy, he was ever on the watch to keep ckee 
to the source of Divine light, and instant in prayer, 
that his eyes might be opened to perceive the dimness 
which gathers over the spiritual atmosphere, the mo* 
ment we depart from that light, and which increases 
more and more, the farther we depart from it. 

"What has happened? " said Mrs. Temple to her 
husband. He had joined her in her own sitting room. 
She was writing at the time he entered. She raised, 
her head, and looked at him with a smile, and laid 
down her pen as she spoke. " You are writing for 
the post, I know," .he said, " and a letter of invitation, 
which must go to-day ; for there will be no foreign 
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mail, after to-morrow, for the next fortnight. Oar be* 

loved pastor Haller will wonder at our silence, and 
fear that something has happened to one or the other 
of us, if he does not hear in a few days. He was to 
arrive at Hanover, I think you told me, on Monday 
next." " My letter is almost ooneluded," she replied; 
^'and you will find sweeter discourse in the volume 
which I have left open on my work-table, than with 
me. I am charmed with those beautiful hymns of 
Madame G-uyon's; there is too much mysticism 
about some of them ; but the thoughts are exquisite, 
and there is a grace and tenderness about the style, 
which is really fascinating. But you will tell me I 
talk instead of writing ; and really, dear Allan, I have 
seen so little of you for the last few days, that it is 
quite natural for me to do so." 

Her letter was soon finished ; but once or twice 
ere she finished writing, she raised her eyes towards 
her husband's countenance, and when she had sealed 
and directed the letter, she sat for some minutes 
gazing upon him. His eyes were bent towards the 
volume, but he had not turned over a single leaf; he 
was deep in some reverie of mournful^ thoughts ; and 
when he awoke from it, and met her eyes, he sighed so 
deeply, that die again asked : ^' What has happened ?^^ 
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there is some weight upon your spirits, my dear hus- 
band. Do tell me what has caused it." 

" I have no secrets from you, my Lucy," he said. 

" I know that I may almost think aloud when alone 
with you ; and I came to yoti, as I have often done^ 
that we might take what is to me always sweet coun- 
sel together, and, in doing so, cast off the weight of 
which you speak ; for you are right, I am depressed 
in spirit, and how could I be otherwise ? I have been 
receiving visits during the lai^t few days from the 
clergy of this place and neighborhood ; and, — ^I may 
be mistaken ; I hope I am — we must not think too 
much of first impressions — and yet, how often is the 
first impression the right one. The dean has been 
with me, and several of the prebends and others, 
beneficed clergymen and curates. But — must I own 
it ? — I fear there is not one of those whom I have yet 
seen, in whom I can discover a spirit of earnestness 
with regard to the things of God. Every observation 
that I made was checked, or the one subject which I 
attempted to introduce turned aside. Some are men 
of superior intellect; some highly educated; some 
refined and elegant in manner, gentle, pleasing, cour- 
teous ; others — a few, — anything but refined, or even 
gentlemanly : bat the impression left upon my mind 
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by all is, that they are not men of G-od. But no, I 
must not judge them ; I may be, I must be, mistaken. 
I would rather suspend my opinion ; and yet, I cannot 
describe to you the heaviness of heart which this first 
meeting with my clergy has left." 

There was a pause, for his wife did not speak ; she 
in her turn was deep in thought, and depressed, as she 
listened to the account he gave. 

In a more cheerful tone, he continued : "* Charity 
believeth all things, hopeth all things.' Is it not so, 
Lucy ? Shall not such be the present conclusion to 
which we ought to come ? '' 

" There is still another conclusion to which you 
must come, my husband," she replied gravely ; and 
then a lovely smile lit up her whole countenance. 
* Should these first impressions prove correct, they 
nmst bring you often to Him, in whose Word we find 
it written, * Is any among you afflicted ? let him pray.' 
While we can go to Him with our heaviest griefs, 
Allan — while we can lay the burden that oppresses us 
at the foot of His cross — while we can pour out our 
whole heart in prayer and supplication to Him, we 
may well sa.y, faith also believeth all things, hopeth 
all things. We may safely trust our cause with Him. 
He loves to see His weak, desponding creatures place 
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an entire confidence in Him. He hears and answers 
prayer, especially the prayer of faith." 

" He does, indeed, my Lucy ! How often have 
we found it so! How truly raay we say, from our 
own happy experience of His tender kindness, ' This 
is the confidence that we have in Him, that if we ask 
anything according to His will, He heareth us ; and if 
we know that He hear us, we know that we have the 
petitions that we desired of Him.' But, come, let us 
go out. Where is Gertrude ? I promised the dear 
child a drive this afternoon. Will you order the coach? 
I wish to take you both to a lovely village, which is 
beyond a walk. There is a good old clergyman at 
Delford, w^ho was my father's friend in former days. 
I have received a letter from him, which he began 
some days ago, but was too unwell to finish till last 
night. One of his neighbors, an amiable young man, 
brought it to me. He is better, and well enough to 
receive us, but, as he writes, too feeble to leave home 
at present. There, I will leave his letter with you ; 
and in half an hour I shall be ready to accompany 
you. I had almost forgotten that letter, and the 
refreshment which it brought to my mind when I 
read it" 

The village of Delfard lies among the hiUs> to the 
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west of Z , and a pleasant drive of eight miles 

brought the party to the abode of the good old pastor. 
Mr. Ashton had been for fifty years the incumbent of 
the small living of Delford ; not an uncommon instance 
of a man of superior attainments and singular piety 
passing the greater portion of his Ufe unnoticed, and 
almost neglected, by those who, if they knew the real 
interest of their Church, and if they were themselves 
filled with a well-directed zeal for the glory of God, 
and the extension of his kingdom on earth, would seek 
out such characters, and invite them to occupy the 
more important and influential spheres in the ministry. 
We are well aware that it has pleased Grod to order 
the present system of Church patronage, to work often 
for unexpected good ; and we know that there have 
been, and still are, many patrons of Church livings 
sincerely desirious to appoint none but men eminent 
for godliness to fill their benefices. But it is sad to 
think, that a large number seem to be swayed only by 
motives of self-interest or convenience ; and that 
parishes, filled with immortal and perishing souls, are 
frequently committed to the charge of those who bear 
more resemblance to the character of the hireling, than 
to that of the good shepherd. The possession of Church 
patronage involves an awful responsibility; and he 
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who is mean, or careless enough, to trifle with it^ 
incurs a tremendous risk. On the other hand, the 
clergyman who puts himself forward to seek Church 
patronage, and is urgent in his application for one 
living after another— a too common practice— -is very 
likely to be a most unfit person for the appointment. 
Mr. Ashton was not one of these. Though a man of 
elegant manners, and superior attainments, he had 
been content to remain in the rural village, to which 
he had been appointed vicar a few years after his or- 
dination. He had never been rich ; but, as he said, 
with a smile that spoke of the thankfulness within his 
heart, " We have always had enough, not only to meet 
the expenses of our modest establishment year after 
year, but to give with a cheerful heart to the necessi- 
ties of others." 

" That must bo the vicarage," said Grertrude, as a 
turn in the road brought them within sight of the 
lovely village, and they entered a broad avenue of 
stately elms which extended for at least a quarter of a 
mile. The spiie of the village church appeared be- 
yond, rising above a mass of dark evergreens, and 
backed by a range of lofty hills, which were covered in 
some places by clusters of spreading trees, and in 
others presented open spaces of greensward. 



" I see no house," said Mrs. Temple, " which I 
should take to be the vicarage i that to the right, on 
the margin of the river, is evidently the residence of 
the miller, whose mill is turned by the stream. Do 
look, my dear Allan," she said, " what a picturesque 
water-mill? the quaint gables, and the dark wheel, 
with its sparkling waters and silvery foam, and the 
vivid green of the grass, contrasting so richly with the 
peculiar tint of those dark clustering alders, and with 
that group of grey and quivering aspens — what a study 
for one of your favorite Flemish painters ! " 

•' It reminds me," he replied, " of that fine Hob- 
bima which my brother brought from Flanders. But 
there, however, is the vicarage, — presenting, just now, 
a lovelier study than any of my favorite Flemish pic- 
tures. That must be the good old clergyman himself, 
sitting under the shade of the chestnut trees ; and that 
neatest of old ladies bv his side, in her black silk 
gown and white muslin apron, must be his wife ; what 
a lovely sight the gi'oiip of little girls assembled before 
him! he is giving them some lesson from the largo 
Bible which is open on his lap, teaching them from 
Q-od's own Word, how to go forward in their course 
through this world, from whence he, as an aged pil- 
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grim, will perliaps take his departure before they are 
grown to womanhood." 

As they entered the garden-gate of the' vicarage, 
and advanced towards the house, the old clergyman 
rose up to meet them, and a youth, — ^whom they had 
not noticed before, but who had been leaning against 
one of the old chestnut trees, and listening as atten- 
tively as the little children to the instruction of the 
venerable pastor,— -came forward to offer his arm to 
his grandfather. The old clergyman had risen with 
difficulty, and was assisted as he walked, by his wife 
on one side, and by his grandson on the other. He raised 
his hat from his brow when he recognized the bishop, 
who returned his greeting with a look and manner of 
even deeper respect. 

"This is very kind, my lord," he said, "and very 
gratifying to me ; for I wished to see you, not only for 
your own sake, but for that of your worthy father. I 
should have known you by your likeness to him, 
though he was a younger man when we last parted, 
than you are now. You find me almost worn out," 
he continued, when they had reached the house, and 
were seated in the low but pleasant parlor of the 
vicarage, which, from itsj books and furniture of 
various descriptions, seemed to serve alike for the 
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stody of the good old pastor, and for the sittiiig-ioom 

of his wife. '^But I am wonderfully better and 
stronger to^ay, and the air is deliciously mild, and 
the lawn so dry, that I begged my kind narse"-— 
turning his eyes affectionately towards his wife as he 
spoke^-^' to let me pass an hour in the open air, that 
I might endeavor to obey once more that command of 
the good Shepherd, * Feed my Iambs ! ' " 

'^ You will doubtless tell me," replied the bishop, 
^' that you find the catechizing both of children and 
of their elders the best means of preparing them for 
the instruction of the pulpit. I think I have heard 
that you have often recommended the practice." 

*^ I have pursued it with great advantage," he 
replied, ''for the last thirty years or more; and, so 
far as human efforts can avail, I speak from my own 
experience in saying, that I deem the practice almost 
indispensable — if we would look for fruit from our 
preaching. You are probably as well aware as myself 
of the almost incredible ignorance of many of our 
hearers, with regard to the common rudiments of 
scriptural truth ; no one who has not questioned and 
catechized them, would be able to form a conception 
of it. I honor preaching, as the great, the chief 
ordinance of our Blessed Lord, for the rescuing of lost 
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souls, and winning them to Him ; and I hold the office 
of the preacher to be the highest under heaven, that 
is, if he make Jesus Christ and Him crucified, what 
the Scriptures of God have made Him, the sun of 
his whole system, irradiating every separate part, 
and illuminating the whole. Without this, the 
finest oration of the most gifted preacher, is but 
the darkened exercise of a darkened mind. I honor 
preaching; but I was taught by experience, after I 
had served many years in the ministry, that if I would 
look to be a successful preacher in the pulpit, I must 
become first a pains-taking teacher out of it ; I must 
inform myself personaUy of the ignorance of my hear- 
ers, and, by the plainest and most familiar teaching 
and questioning, endeavor to make them acquainted 
with the sublime truths of the Grospel ; and thus, my 
lord, I set to work to collect here and there a littlo 
class of grown-up persons, or of children— -the sheep 
and lambs of my flock ; and I prayed for patience, 
and for wisdom, and for faith, whenever I applied 
myself to the task of striving to make them exercise 
their minds, in thinking upon, and understanding the 
meaning of what seemed to myself the plainest mat- 
ters, subjects which no one could well fail to under- 
stand, but which I soon found they neither understood, 
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nor oared to understand. It was at first hard work ; 
for it was a tedious trial to an ardent and impatient 
spirit, as mine then was : it troubled and it wearied 
me to go over and over the same ground, only to find, 
after a long season of toilsome labor, that, as it seemed 
to me, little or nothing was done ; but I was enabled 
to make it a work of faith, and a labor of love, and a 
subject of prayer — prayer as unceasing as the work ; 
and He who, in His good providence, blesses the toil 
of the laborer in the common field, was graciously 
pleased to bless my spiritual husbandry. This I have 
been permitted to see ; my addresses from the pulpit 
soon began to tell upon my people as they had never 
done before, and though many have remained un- 
changed and unblessed under my preaching — for we 
have but to do our work, and to leave the issue to our 
gracious God — still, can I bear my testimony, at the 
end of my long pilgrimage, to the deeply gratifying 
fact, that the more earnestly and diligently we labor, 
the more abundantly He seems to own and bless 
our labors." 

The old man stopped, and though his glance 
caught the fixed look of earnest attention on the 
Bishop's expressive features, the color glowed deeply 
on his own pale countenance. 
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" Pardon me, my lord," he said meekly, " I have 
been forgetting myself in thus talking upon a favorite 
topic; old age, they say, is garrulous, and I have 
proved it to be so." 

*^ You have only proved to me," replied the Bishop, 
— and his tone and manner expressed, even more 
plainly than his words, the deep respect and the 
admiring affection that he felt for the venerable 
pastor— '< how much more fitted I am to sit a learner 
at your feet, than to occupy the place of an overseer 
over you and your flock." 

^^ No," said the old man, with a sweet gravity, 
'^we are both, my dear and honored Bishop, where 
Grod has placed us. I believe that He has called 
you to the office of a bishop, and I, in my own more 
humble calling, am contented, nay, rejoicing, in my 
place ; for He has appointed it. You have, I trust, a 
bright path of usefulness open before you ; and while 
you walk in close communion with Him, and wait in 
watchfulness and prayer upon Him, He will, I am 
assured, enrich you with every qualification you may 
need. Mine is a still brighter path ; for the shining 
light is growing more and more unto the perfect day, 
and through His precious blood, and by His free and 
sovereign grace, I am about to enter into the unveiled 
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glory of His presence. Yes/' he marmored, almost in 
a whisper, as if addressing himself to the unseen 
Being, whose presence he was evidently realizing, 
" I have waited for Thy salvation." 

In the short pause whioh succeeded, sounds were 
heard, which caught the attention of the two speakers 
'—the sounds of sweet voices singing; without. 

" It is a favorite hymn of my children's," said the 
old man; ''but," he added, after listening a little 
while, " therp is another voice, of more power, and of 
greater sweetness than any there : what a charming 
voice ! It can be no other than your gentle daugh- 
ter's, my lord." 

'' She is with them, I have no doubt," replied the 
Bishop. '' She looked towards your little class with 
delight when we entered the garden. Dear child ! 
she misses her school at Springhurst, and has not 

yet had time to begin another at Z . As we came 

into the house, she whispered to me that she should 
go and make acquaintance with your little girls. 
She knows the hymn, and sang it often with her 
own school children. 



CoHE and sing I oh, let us sing I 

Let us all our voices raise 1 
Like the meny birds in spring, 
Singing songs of love and praise I 
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Let us axig ! the angels sbg, 
High above the cloudless sky, 

Where they see their Heavenly King 
In his holy majesty. 

Let us sing! the children sung, 
When to Zion Jesus rode ; 

And the stately temple rung 
Wit|^ hosannas to their Grod. 

Let us sing! rejoice, rejoice 1 
Jesus listens while we sing I 

Jesus loves an infemt's voice, 
And the praises children bringl 

Let us sing our hymns below I * * 

Sing at mom, at noon, at even ; 

Till, through Jesus Christ, we go, 
Sweeter songs to sing in heaven. 



'* Shall we join that happy little party ?" said the 
Bishop ; " but pardon rae, dear sir, I had forgotten ; 
the exertion would be too much for you." 

"No, indeed," he replied; "I feel that it would 
do me good. I love the open air, and, with your 
lordship's arm, I am sure I may venture. This visit, 
this kind visit, has done me good ; I shall feel the 
benefit of it when you are gone, and hope that some- 
times it may be repeated. I have had a weight upon 
my spirits of late, owing to my want of faith. But 
the trial is good for me. We talk of faith, and think 
that we possess it, but when the time comes in 
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which it should be called into exercise, we find fear 
in the place where it should be." 

They came to the spot where the children were 
singing, with Gertrude in the midst of them, and 
waited in silence till the hymn was concluded. The 
children were dispersing, when Mrs. Temple and Mrs. 
Ashton appeared, coming forth from a walk over- 
arched with honeysuckles and roses. 

" Your dear lady gives me reason to hope," said 
Mrs. Ashton, as they joined them, addressing herself 
to the bishop, " that you will kindly accept the 
hospitality we would offer you, and take tea with us. 
The weather is so warm, that you will find the drive 
pleasanter in the cool of the evening than at this 
hour." The invitation was readily accepted. 

" You shall let me leave you, however, for half an 
hour," said the bishop to Mr. Ashton, who feared 
lest the excitement of their presence might prove 
too fatiguing for the aged invalid ; " I should like to 
see your church; and perhaps I may ask for your 
grandson as my guide." 

Mr. Ashton seemed to be pleased by the proposal ; 
but looking round he said: "I know not where to 
find him. Herbert is not apt to be out of sight, for 
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since my illness, he has seldom quitted my side. 
Poor boy, I shall sadly miss him ! " 

^^ He is near at hand," said Mrs. Ashton, " I will 
send him to you instantly. He is no farther off than 
the kitchen garden, where he went at my desire to 
gather a basket of strawberries : '' and the old lady 
hastened away to seek him. 

The bishop had been struck by the fine counte- 
nance of the young man, and by the unaffected 
modesty of his demeanor; but he was still more 
pleased when he came to converse with him during 
their short absence from the rest of the party. 
There was an open and ingenuous expression, and, 
at the same time, a quiet and manly propriety about 
him — indications of a character that cannot well be 
mistaken. He had been brought up from his infancy 
by his grandfather, and he had been left, the only son 
of a widowed mother, to his care. He was then in 
deep mourning, for his mother had been taken from 
them only a few months before. She had been the 
delight of her parents and of her child. Her strength 
of mind and unvaried cheerfulness, had enabled her 
to exercise the happiest influence on all around her ; 
and when she was taken from them, after the sudden 
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illness of one short week, they felt that they had 
depended too much upon a human friend. 

" We needed this lesson," the old man said to her 
weeping mother and her son; "and hereafter we 
shall know, and we shall own, the divine compassion 
of a dispensation, which now comes down so heavily 
upon u;$, that our hearts are almost crushed beneath 
it. She has been, although we knew it not, an idol 
in this household ; and the Lord has taken her to 
Himself, and, in the blank and the silence of that 
void which she has left, we must listen to His voice. 
He whispers, *' Lean on me ; I must be all in all to 
those who love and follow me.' " 

But though the good old clergyman was enabled to 
speak thus, and to point out to them and to himself 
the wisdom and the mercy of his Heavenly Father's 
rod, he had almost sunk beneath the blow, and his 
illness had commenced soon after her funeral. Up 
to that period, though gradually failing, from the 
natural infirmity of advanced age, he had scarcely 
known a day's illness through his long life. 

The bishop and his young companion entered the 

church-yard; and, as they walked onward to the 

church door, once or twice he stopped to read the 

inscriptions on the tomb^stones which were nearest 
3 
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to the path. They were unhke the epitaphs that are 
commonly met with in a country church-yard ; and 
he learnt, on expressing his opinion on the subject, 
that the aged vicar had established it as a rule among 
his flock, that no inscription should be placed over the 
grave of a departed relative, which had not been first 
submitted to his approval. They were, indeed, mostly 
chosen or written by himself, and were usually some 
simple but striking verse of Holy Scripture. 

They stopped at the church door while the youth 
unlocked it. 

""Was this a near relation?" said the bishop, as 
his eyes rested for a moment on a plain marble tablet 
upon the wall of the church ; but he checked himself 
in what he felt to be an unguarded inquiry. 

The altered tone of his companion's voice, the 
tears that rose suddenly to his eyes, as he replied, 
" It is placed to mark my mother's grave," showed 
how deeply he had felt her loss. 

The bishop did not turn the conversation. " I 
do not ask you to forgive me for an unguarded ques- 
tion ; you know I would not hurt your feelings," he 
said, as he affectionately pressed his hand. " Come 
and sit down beside me," he added, when they had 
entered the church, " and speak to me of your mother. 
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I see from the inscription that a year has not yet 
passed since she was taken from you ; and I am sure, 
from the few words of Holy Scripture which are 
inscribed beneath her name, that she was one of whom 
her son can speak, even when sorrowing, with rejoic- 
ing." They were the few well-known words of the 
Apostle — ^his own blessed experience — 

"to me to LtV^E IS CHRIST, TO DIE IS GAIN." 

"And now," he afterwards said, "that you have 
spoken to me about your mother, tell me something 
of yourself, of your future prospects, of your hopes 
and wishes." 

"We are poor," replied the youth, "and my 
grandfather has little to depend on, beyond the in- 
come of his living, which is small. I have a trifling 
annuity, which was settled on my mother and on me, 
for our lives ; but should my grandfather be the first 
to die, then she of whom we both think more than 
of ourselves, would be left in utter destitution. 1 
cannot, therefore, touch any portion of that money ; 
and after some affectionate opposition on her part, 
and because she saw that I could not be happy if she 
did not consent to my request, my dear grandmother 
has agreed to receive it, should she be the sur- 
vivor." 
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"And what are your future plans?" asked the 
bishop. 

" My father," he replied, " had a cousin in London, 
to whom he showed much kindness during his life- 
time. He is a thriving tradesman now, in a whole- 
sale business in the City. I wrote to him, to ask for 
some employment in his establishment ; and about a 
week since I received his reply. He can give me a 
place which, in the eyes of the world, would be deemed 
a humble one, and which, I fear, I regarded at first as 
degradation ; but I thought of a maxim of my mo- 
ther's, that no office, however lowly, can degrade an 
upright man, and no rank, however lofty, can exalt an 
ignoble one. There is another situation open to me, 
more to my liking, but in which I see but little pros- 
pect of my being able to realise anything like an 
honorable independence, — the place of usher in the 
large school at Notley. I believe, therefore, it is 
decided that, in the course of a few weeks, I shall go 
up to London, to enter into the service of my kind- 
hearted cousin." 

" You have not told me of your wishes," said the 
bishop ; " you need not hesitate to speak to me with- 
out reserve; I feel the interest of a sincere friend 
for you, — ^not only for the sake of your honored 
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grandfather, but for your own. Tell iTie your 
wishes." 

" I had made up my mind not to think of them," 
said the youth gravely ; " and I have long ceased to 
speak to any one on the subject. No illusion is now 
ever made to it at the vicarage ; but your kindness 
demands a reply. I had hoped to enter the ministry 
of our Church; and not long before my mother's 
death, my going up to Cambridge, as a sizer, was 
talked about. I did not then know how humble our 
means were ; but I have since learned that my dear 
mother had arranged to receive, as her pupils, two 
little girls, — the daughters of a gentleman in this 
neighborhood, — and to devote the sum she was to 
receive yearly, to my college expenses. Divine Provi- 
dence has ordered it otherwise." 

"Your education, then," said the bishop, "was 
with a view to the Church ? " 

" Yes," replied Herbert ; " if, at the expiration of 
my college life, it appeared that my call was plain, 
and my qualifications suitable, — not otherwise." 

" May Grod bless, and continue to direct you, my 
dear young friend," said the bishop. " Circumstanced 
as you at present are, I fully concur with you, tJiat 
YOU have made the right decision; you are right. 
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too,— quite right, — ^in giving up your little income 
to your aged grandmother. But we are outstaying 
our time," he said, rising ; " the party at the vicarage 
will wonder what has kept us away so long ; I had 
forgotten that the errand on which I came hither, was 
to look round this beautiful church. A glance tells 
me how much there is, in its simple architecture, to 
admire, — ^but I can easily come again. Tell me, 
however, what tombs are those ? There is a row of 
them, it seems, under the wall of the north aisle." 

" They- are the tombs of the C family," said 

Herbert. " The late duke was buried here about five 
years ago." 

" Steeply n is not in this parish, is it?" said the 
bishop. 

" It is, my lord. The mansion itself lies in the 
valley on the other side of the hills which rise above 
the village ; but the north lodge is not many hundred 
yards from the church." 

*' And that fine park-like demesne, which I noticed 
as we approached the village?" — 

" Is the park itself; or 'rather, part of it," replied 
Herbert. " It extends over the whole range of those 
kills ; but the finest portion of it, which we do not see, 
is on the other side, and in the valley where the house 
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stands. The family," he continued, " have not resided 
much at Steeplyn lately. The late duke lived chiefly 
abroad ; but the place has always been kept up in 
beautiful order. The present owner is expected in the 
course of the summer ; and the workmen are now in 
the house, making some alterations, and preparing 
the place for his reception." 

They found the ladies and the old clergyman, as 
they had anticipated, wondering at their absence, and 
awaiting their return in the little dining-room. The 
oki lady, with Mrs. Temple at her side, was presiding 
at a small and curiously-carved round table, set out 
with her equipage of very small cups and saucers of 
fine old china, and her best tea-pot and cream-jug of 
chased silver. Gertrude was busy at another table, 
which was spread over with a damask table-cloth 
of snowy whiteness. She was attending to the direc- 
tions of the good old clergyman, and filling the old 
china plates with strawberries, — two large dishes of 
which were near her. The room was perfumed with 
the fresh and fragrant fruit. 

^^ We have but humble fare to offer you, my lord," 
said the old lady, rising as the bishop entered ; " the 
produce of our garden and our little farm." 

"I should rather call them," said the bishop, 
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smiling, " the most grateful luxuries that you can set 
before me on a Summer evening." 

The luxuries, as the bishop called ihem^ were 
worthy of the name, though of the simplest kind; hot 
only the heaped-up dishes of the freshly-gathered 
strawberries, but the bowl of rich cream, the delicate 
loaves of white and brown bread, the butter of a golden 
yellowness in sparkling water, and the virgin honey. 
But that which was chiefly remarkable, and gave a 
kind of embellishment to the whole, was the exquisite 
and delicate neatness of everything, and the unaffected 
sweetness of the manners of their host and hostess. 

"You are silent, my child," said the bishop to his 

daughter. They were returning to Z , and the 

carriage had proceeded some little way before any of 
the party spoke. 

" I was thinking over our delightful day," said 
Gertrude. " You have enjoyed your visit, have you 
not, dear father ? " 

" I have, indeed," he replied. " I can truly say, 
it has been cheering and refreshing in no slight mea- 
sure to me. The domestic scene of that good old 
clergyman*s househcJd, is a lovely picture of heartfelt, 
simple piety. The riches and luxuries of the world 
have not contributed to adorn that humble home ; but 
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where could we find a more genuine spirit of hospi- 
tality? and what a plain and quiet elegance dis- 
tinguished every one, and everything we saw ! — the 
manners of the aged pastor and his wife and grandson, 
the order and delicate neatness of their house and 
table, nay, even of their dress ; and, above all, what a 
spirit of heavenly piety breathed in their looks and 
conversation ! They have drunk deeply of the cup of 
human sorrow, and that not long ago ; but how appa- 
rent it is that they did not sorrow as those who have 
no hope ! The Divine Comforter is ever with them, 
and that peace which passeth all understanding, has 
been given as an especial treasure to their hearts." 

" You allude, I suppose," said Mrs. Temple, " when 
speaking of that grief, which has cast a touching sad- 
ness over the Ijttle household, to the death of Herbert's 
mother ? I have heard the whole story from the dear 
old lady, whose heart seemed to open to me as we 
walked together up and down the broad path, over- 
arched with roses and honeysuckles, forming a 
continued bower. I happened to express my admira- 
tion of its peculiarly elegant construction, and its 
delightful shade : ' it was the work of her,' she said, 
' whose departure from among us, has left a blank 

which never can be filled. She was our only child,' 
3* 
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she added, * and the widowed mother of that poor boy. 
Never was there a more lovely creature, nor a more 
duteous and affectionate child than she was to her pa- 
rents. My dear husband says, we had learned to lean 
too much upon her, and to look to her, in our old age, 
for everything ; but, though I seldom differ from him, 
I tell him that I am sure it was not so. We only 
leaned upon her as the prop which God, upon whom 
we really leaned, had given us ; and we only looked to 
her, as the medium through whom our blessed Lord, 
to whom alone we look for every thing, was pleased to 
dispense the blessings of His providence to us.' 

" There was a delicate and tender discrimination 
in the spirituality of these remarks, and an elevation 
of thought, which convinced me the speaker was one 
of no common mind. And, for my part, I felt that I 
had met with one whose friendship I should feel it a 
privilege to possess, and from whose counsel and exam- 
ple I may learn much. And thus I secretly rejoiced 
when I found how disposed she was to speak to me of 
the troubles and the difficulties in their path ; and by 
the sympathy that I showed, I drew out, as I desired, 
all her confidence. Once or twice her voice faltered, 
and she wiped away the quiet tears that trickled over 
her face ; but with the tenderness of a mother speak- 
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ing to her child, and with a charming frankness, she 
said at last, * I may thank Grod for this visit : strange 
as it may seem, there is at times an expression in your 
countenance, and even a tone in your voice, that 
recalls my departed child to my mind : perhaps I am 
mistaken, perhaps it is only the kindness of that ex- 
pression, and the soothing tones of your voice ; for I 
have no one to speak to here. I cannot add to the 
distress of my husband's mind, ill as he is, by alluding 
to anxiety of any kind, and poor Herbert has enough 
to trouble him just now. I can speak to you without 
restraint, and relieve my heart in some measure of its 
burden.' She then spoke much of her daughtejr, but 
I observed that she said no more of her grandson ; and 
it was only by questioning her, that I learned the poor 
youth is about to leave them ; and that he is to begin 
his course in the world iti a very different path from 
that originally marked out for him ; for all their plans 
and hopes have been frustrated by the death of his 
mother, I shall talk to you more on this subject, 
however, my dear Allan, another time. I have plans, 
which perhaps you might call visions, in my head, 
wliich must be considered and made a subject af 
prayer for Divine direction, before I propose them to 
you." i 
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" And I, perhaps," said her husband, smiling, and 
with a look of approving aflection ; "I, perhaps, my 
own Lucy, know as much and more than you can tell 
me of that noble youth ; and I may have also plans, 
which I trust are not visionary, but which require 
serious thought and prayer, and time, and further ac- 
quaintance with Herbert, to mature them. You shall 
guess my plans, and I will guess yours, though I sus- 
pect the riddle will be one so easy that the first words 
on either side will unravel it. One thing, however, I 
promise you, that I shall speak to no one on the sub- 
ject till I have taken counsel with the wisest and the 
sweetest friend I have. But, my dear Gertrude," he 
added, turning to his daughter, " you do not speak, 
though my first question was put to you : you are, as 
usual, silent.^' 

" Could I speak ?" she replied ; " could I be other- 
wise than a silent and delighted listener to the 
conversation of my mother and yourself ? I have been 
thinking of nothing else but the inmates of the vicar- 
age since we parted with them." 

" You have, then, enjoyed your visit, my dear 
child ? " repeated her father. 

" Enjoyed it !^' said Gertrude, " as much, dear 
father, as a bird, lately caught and shut up in a grand 
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and ornamented cage, would rejoice to find itself 
again among the waving branches and the green 
leaves of Spring, with its wings set free, and the blue 
sky above, and the fresh grass beneath. Not that I 

would call the fine old palace of Z a cage, or 

myself a pining prisoner there ; but I like Springhurst 

much better than Z , and Delford is a country 

village like the happy home of my childhood. You 
like the country, too, father ; and I am sure you do, 
dear mother ? " 

" Oh, yes, as much as you do, Gertrude," said her 
father, playfully, " though I did not feel like a bird, 
but rather like a camel, which, while toiling along 
through a wilderness, had come to a green oasis on 
his weary way, where his girths were loosened, and 
his burthen lifted from his back for awhile." 

" And the similitude used is far better than mine," 
said Gertrude, with a low voice, as if speaking partly 
to herself ; "for the camel kneels down to be relieved 
of its burden ; and when we all kneeled down before 
we parted, and you commended the little assembly to 
the Lord our God, I am sure, from the words of your 
prayer, and the very tones of your voice, that if there 
had been a burden on your spirit before, it was then 
removed," 
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" You are right, my darling child. But the image 
of the kneeling camel is your own. It had not sug- 
gested itself to me. We need not go into the country, 
however, to get rid of the burdens that we bear from 
want of faith and weariness in the course which we 
are appointed to take in this God-forgetting world. 
Always, and in every place, we may find a throne of 
grace, and hear the voice of invitation from that gentle, 
gracious Saviour, who has said : " Come unto me, all 
ye that labor and are heavy-laden, and I will give you 
rest. Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me, for I 
am meek and lowly in heart, and ye shall find rest 
unto your souls ; for my yoke is easy and my burden 
is light.' Still, dear Grertrude, a household circle like 
that which we have found in the quiet parsonage, and 
the lovely village of Delford, is a place where the 
wearied spirit may well find refreshment and repose. 
But you did remind me of a happy disimprisoned bird, 
when I saw your bright looks and heard your clear 
voice rising up among the sweet voices of the chil- 
dren, while you were all singing your favorite hymn ; 
and I knew that you were, at least in spirit, again in 
Springhurst, in the midst of the dear children you 
have left behind you there.'' 

V* Dear mother," said Grertrude, after a short pause. 
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" I think the good old lady is right,— you are like her 

daughter. Did you look at that picture, the only one ^ 

in thrtr large sitting-room ? Mr. Ashton saw that my 

eyes were fixed upon it, when I was alone with him 

for a short time, during your absence, father, with his 

grandson. I was looking at it ; but I had asked no 

.questions about it. ' It is a fine painting,' he said, ' by 

* kn artist, who is now, I hear, esteemed the first 

: pajnter of his day ; it was painted many years ago, 

' before he had attained his present high reputation. 

His name is Reynolds, now, I believe. Sir Joshua Rey- 

« 

nolds; We value the picture, however, not for its fine 
execution, but because it is the most striking likeness 
possible of our dear child, — one lately taken from us, 

r » 

« % 

.ahdl now with God." 

s *'I should rejoice to be like the good old lady," 

"^ said Mrs. Temple. *^ I have seldom seen such real 

tefiqeiji^nt in any one : I speak, of course, of that 

which is alone worthy of the name ; not merely of her 

;Inatu,ral delicacy of taste and character, but of the 

fihishing grace of the spiritual mind, refining all that 

is naturally feminine and gentle." 

" She is a lovely old lady," said the bishop ; "that 

clbarness of complexion is beautiful in an old person ; 

I and the quiet simplicity of her dress, in these days of 
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foolish finery, is in keeping with the character of the 
wearer. And your remark applies not only to herself, 
but partly to her husband and grandson, even to their 
servants : — to speak as a painter, I should say, that the 
keeping of the whole household is admirable. We do 
not, in general, study this point as we ought to do : 
but how much of character often peeps out in the 
style of dress, and in the very furniture of the room. 

« 

To speak of other subjects," he continued, " I hear 
that we are likely to have a grand neighbor come 
among us in the course of the Summer. I was not 
aware, till to-day, that Steeplyn is so near, and that 
the beautiful hills we admired on entering the village 
of Delford are part of the park." 

"And I am so ignorant," said Lucy, "as not to 
know to whom Steeplyn belongs. I suppose it is a 
grand house in a park, the property of some great 
personage ? " 

" No other," replied the bishop, " than the cele- 
brated Duke of G , who was some years ago one of 

the most literary and elegant wits of the court." 

"And whose wife," rejoined Lucy — "for now I 
know all about it — was a maid of honor like myself, 
and, in my thoughtless days, my especial friend, the 
very beautiful and highly accomplished Mary Egerton, 
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as witty, I suspect, as her husband ; but with all her 
faults — for she had many, and did not care to hide 
them — a truly kind-hearted and affectionate creature. 
So, she is coming to be our neighbor. I confess to you, 
my dear Allan, much as I used to like her, I rather 
dread a renewal of anything like our former intimacy ; 
for she has a strangely taking way with her — at least, 
she had. But who can tell what she may now be ? 
He who has graciously wrought a wondrous change 
as to principle and aim, in one at that time so giddy as 
myself, may have extended the same distinguishing 
mercy to her ; and, even if such is not the case, age 
must have sobered down many parts of her character. 
I shall be almost glad if she should prove too grand, in 
her present high position, to remember our former 
intimacy, or to take much notice of me." 

"Has she children, mother?" inquired Grertrude. 
" I mean, has she daughters ?" 

"Really, my dear child, I can tell you nothing 
about her. You now know as much as I do ; for 1 
have told you all I know." 



CHAPTER III. 



•* To be spirituaUy-minded is life and peace." — Rom. viii. 8. 



"Mother," said Gertrude, after a long silence, "I 
have been thinking of a remark of my father's. * It is 
a sign,' he said, ^ of the state to which man has been 
brought by the fall, that we should be discontented 
with our actual condition, and praise the past, at 
the expense of the present.' How true it is, and how 
foolish! for we often throw away opportunities ol 
enjoyment, by pining lamentations for what, in fact, 
we scarcely valued when we had it." 

"And yet," said Mrs. Temple, "when that past 
was the present, we doubtless made the same com- 
plaint: and thus life itself may glide away, and 
many a golden hour be lost, and happiness be 
marred, not by the interference of others, but by 
our own perverseness." 

" I felt, mother," said Gertrude, " that the remark 
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applied to myself. I might have been happy with the 
present, at Delford, without lamenting the past, at 
Springhurst ; and I know that I may be happy here, 
if I am not so thoughtless and so thankless as to let 
the present slip, while looking back and longing for 
the past. What a pleasant room this is, mother ; and 
what happy mornings we have already passed in it 
together ! " 

" It is, Gertrude ; and there is much of the 
charm of country about it. The broad and shining 
river, seen through the lofty trees ; and the beautiful 
landscape beyond, backed by the blue and distant 
hills — ^these form as fine a prospect as we could wish 
for anywhere. I admire, however, the quiet and 
almost so^er character of the room itself, and of its 
old-fashioned furniture. There are more modern 
rooms in this large house, which were preferred by 
its former tenants ; but I chose this for our morning 
sitting-room, because here we can always breathe 
pure country air, and there are few disturbing sounds 
from without, except, indeed, the cawing of the rooks 
in the old trees, and the fine deep tones of the 
ca&edral chimes." 

"And those are not disturbing sounds, mother," 
said Gertrude. 
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" No, they are rather delightful than disturbing, 
Gertrude ; the cawing of the rooks brings many a 
pleasant association of by-gone times along with it ; 
and we ought to feel thankful to Grod, I often think, 
to be reminded, as by those cathedral chimes, that 
time, most precious time, is passing away, while we 
are too forgetful of its lapse, and of that space which 
is becoming more and more diminished, while those 
unheeded hours are added to the number lost to us 
for ever. Dear child, the time is short, yes, even to 
yourself, upon whom life is as yet but an opening 
vista, peopled, perhaps, with visions of hope and 
pleasure. I often wish, when I look upon you, that 
I were able to give you some of that wisdom which I 
myself have been constrained to learn, from my ex- 
perience of the past ; and I am glad," she continued, 
" to take this early opportunity of speaking to you on 
a subject which has lately much occupied my mind. 
We have come into a new world, and have to move 
in a sphere beset with difficulties, of which we should 
have known little, had we continued at Springhurst. 
We must at times enter into more society; and, 
though you are at present too young to do so, yet 
the time will soon come when you will be obliged to 
accompany your father and myself. This, however, 
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is our rule, the only one which we desire to be guided 
by : ^ Love not the world, neither the things that are 
in the world. If any man love the world, the love of 
the Father is not in him.' These are solemn words ; 
and I pray that they may be words of weight and 
power to every member of this household. One thing 
I have learnt, and I hope that you will learn it also, 
my Gertrude, that the farther we depart from the 
plain directions of Scripture, the more we must in- 
volve ourselves in perplexity and danger. I trust 
that you and I may take a high estimate of the course 
required in the wife and daughter of one occupying 
your father's position, and that we may be on our 
guard lest in any way we injure his usefulness, by 
lightness of mind, or inconsistency of conduct. Dear 
child, I do not wish to lecture you ; and I fear that 
what I am now saying, may be too much like a 
lecture." 

She stopped ; but Gertrude raised her head, which 
had been bent over her work before. *'My own dear 
mother," she said, her whole countenance beaming 
with an ingenuous expression of affection and admi- 
ration, " was there anything in my face that caused 
you to stop so suddenly? Do not call your sweet 
counsel a lecture ; or call it what you will, for I only 
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know how much I love to hear such counsel, how 
earnestly I desire to follow it. You tell me I am 
often silent; and I fear that I too often appear 
insensible when I am feeling most deeply. But I 
cannot tell you how thankful I am for the turn that 
our conversation has taken this morning. I have 
been thinking much of what you said about the 
friend of your youth, who is now of such high rank ; 
and I could not but feel how much more blessed is 
the state of such an one as Mrs. Ashton, notwith- 
standing all her trials, and all her sorrows." 

" But we are perhaps too hasty," said Mrs. Temple, 
" in taking it for granted that the duchess is not a 
religious character. Grod leads us all by ways that 
we know not ; and it may be that we shall find in 
her a woman of exalted piety. I remember hearing 
her name, with that of many other women of high 
rank, as accepting the invitations of good Lady 
Huntingdon to her religious meetings. It must be 
confessed, that the old Duchess of Marlborough, and 
Lady Mary Wortley Montague, were also of the 
party ; so, much cannot be gathered from that cir- 
cumstance. Shall I resume my lecture, Gertrude ? " 

Grertrude rose from her place, and seating herself 
on a low stool at her mother's feet^ and resting her 
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arm upon her lap, she said, as she looked up into 
her mother's face, " Yes, dearest mother, speak to 
me as you used to do when I was a little child, and 
■when, if you remember, I was always glad to leave 
my playthings, and to come and sit as I now do, and 
hear the beautiful things you used to tell me." 

'* I would return to what I was saying, and may 
Grod graciously impress it upon you, my sweet one," 
said her mother playfully, and bending down over 
her child with all the fond delight of a mother's 
tenderness, while she pressed her lips to the soft 
cheek of her daughter, and passed her hand caress- 
ingly over her head. "I would have yoa so far 
depart from common custom, as to turn to account 
for yourself, the experience that I have acquired, 
during my comparatively long life, of what the world 
really is, instead of waiting to get wisdom from your 
own dearly bought experience. You know that I 
would not deceive you ; and I am only following the 
example of our blessed Lord, and repeating his own 
words, when I tell you that, notwithstanding all the 
endeavors of the people of the world to pervert the 
truth, or to gloss over the fact, Ihe gate and the way 
which lead to life eternal are strait and narrow. 
During the course of your life, you will find that, if 
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you would be true and faithful to God, you will have 
to meet with frequent difficulties and temptations, as 
opposite in character, as they are countless in number. 
You must endeavor, therefore, to keep in memory 
that great promise : * Thine ears shalt hear a word 
behind thee, saying this is the way, walk ye in it, 
when ye turn to the right hand, and when ye turn to 
the left' " 

" Dear mother," said Grertrude, still leaning her 
arm upon her mother's knee, and fixing her eyes 
earnestly upon her countenance, "how would you 
explain this passage ? " 

" First tell me, dear child," she replied, " your 
own view regarding it ? " 

*' I think it means," she said, thoughtfully, " that 
we ought^ by diligent searching, first to store our 
minds and memories with the treasures of holy 
Scripture, and having done so, and continuing to do 
so, then to be instant in prayer for the Holy Spirit, 
that when a time of temptation or perplexity arises, 
the word that we need, — the word of direction as 
to our coarse, — may present itself to the mind. This 
we know is the especial office of the Holy Spirit, of 
whom our Lord has said : ' He shall bring all things 
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to your ramembrance whatsoever I have said unto 
you.' " 

" Those words, ray Gertrude, were addressed 
especially to the Apostles, by our Lord; but I do 
not see why we may not also receive them as 
written for our own instruction. But I like your 
explanation ; and whether it be the correct one or 
not, such a faith and such a confidence cannot be 
displeasing to our gracious Lord. Assuredly the 
word that we shall hear, according to that promise, 
must be some word already transcribed in the one 
and only revelation to man, of the mind of Grod. 
And, as it is with regard to the great principles 
of Scripture truth, that they should be so stored in 
the mind as to be ever at hand to be called forth 
into exercise when wanted ; surely it should be the 
same with regard to every portion of God's word; 
for nothing is written for our learning, which may 
not at some time or other be called forth to bear 
upon our practice." 

Gertrude was very grave and very silent for some 
minutes. She seemed deep in thought ; and then a 
smile gradually lighted up her whole countenance. 

" Dearest, dearest mother," she said, " where shall 

I ever find such happiness as in following your sweet 
4 
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counsel ? I also can speak of rny experience. The 
more entirely I have trusted you, the more implicitly 
I have obeyed you, the more I have always known of 
true happiness. Yes, it has been always thus. And 
now I am sure you are right in all that you have said 
about the world. Happily for me, I have seen at pre- 
sent but little of its votaries and its ways ; but, from 
the little I have seen or heard, I cannot help thinking 
that its pleasures must be as wearying as its cares. 
Still, I suppose, mother, there must be enjoyment 
of some kind or other about the pleasures of the 
world ; or why, not only in the Scriptures, but in our 
Prayer Book, should we find so many cautions and 
warnings on the subject. And yet, I am perhaps 
unable to form an opinion. Those who have been led, 
even from childhood, to drink at crystal springs, may 
have no taste for stagnant pools. Is it not so, dear 
mother ? " 

" Yes, my child, it is so ; you are right. As I told 
you before, I, who have mingled in the follies and dis- 
sipations of the world, can answer your question better 
than one who has never done so. I can tell you, from 
my own experience, that the things I once esteemed, 
I now despise, and that the amusements I once loved, 
I have long since lost all taste for. You may safely 
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take me at my word, that not only ' Pure religion and 
undefiled before God and our Father,' but pure enjoy- 
ment, is tJiis, * to visit the fatherless and widows in 
their affliction, and to keep oneself unspotted from the 
world.' " 

"I remember, when I. was a child," said Grertrude, 
" that dear Ferdinand gave you an account, which I 
listened to with much interest, of a young lady, a rela- 
tion of his mother's, whom he had seen abroad. Every 
one, he said, was talking of her heavenly piety ; but 
she was about to leave her parents, whose only child 
she was, to enter a convent and become a nun. Her 
poor mother, whose health was very delicate, was 
almost heart-broken ; and my aunt, Ferdinand's mo- 
thei;, endeavored to convince the young lady that there 
was no occasion for her to leave the sphere in which 
God had placed her, in order to devote herself to His 
service elsewhere. She had pointed out to her, that it 
was possible to be even more truly devoted to God in 
fulfilling with ffis gracious aid, the every-day duties 
of her own calling, as an affectionate and dutiful child, 
attending upon her sick mother, and making her 
father's house pleasant to him, than in leaving them 
for ever to shut herself up in a convent. Whether my 
aunt's persuasions were successful, Ferdinand could 
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not tell ; but I remember he said that Mr. Basil de 
Lyle, his mother's uncle, had been extremely dis- 
pleased by her interference." 

'^1 remember Ferdinand's account," said Mrs* 
Temple ; '^ and I remember thinking at the time of 
my own notions, some years before, on retirement 
from the world. Though a Protestant, or bearing the 
name of one, I had always identified retirement from 
the world with a convent or a hermitage ; and beliered 
that those who thought it necessary, though on mis- 
taken principles, thus to retire from worldly society, 
and to devot'C themselves to a religious life, were the 
only persons who, if sincere, really gave themselves up 
to God. I have since learnt that our own calling is 
our sphere of duty, and that the holiest followers of 
our blessed Lord, are those whose lives are conformed 
to the words of His prayer : * I pray not that Thou 
shouldest take them out of the world, but that Thou 
shouldest keep them from the evil. They are not ot 
the world, even as I am not of the world.' " ' 

A light tap at the door of the room interrupted the 
conversation. 

" Ah ! is it you, Jenny ? " said Mrs. Temple, as 
the old and faithful servant obeyed the summons to 

^Jolmnrii. 15, 16. 
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enter. **What is your errand? for I see that you 
have something to say." 

Jenny, as may be remembered from the mention 
of her in the former part of this narrative, had been the 
old and faithful servant of Lady Vernon ; and, after 
her death, had formed part of the household at Spring- 
hurst. G-ertrude had been, from her infancy, her 
peculiar charge. Jenny had come with a message 
from a poor old blind woman in the alms-houses at 
the back of the Close. 

"It is poor old Margery, madam," she said, 
" whom I have gone constantly with Miss Grertrude to 
visit since we came to Z Though she has been 

very ill, we thought her better yesterday ; but I have 
just found her in a dying state. She was taken worse 
about daybreak ; and her neighbor tells me she has 
hardly spoken since. But she knew my voice when I 
went up to her bed-side, and asked for Miss Grertrude, 
thinking she was with me. The doctor came while I 
was there, and told me she would probably sink before 
many hours were over. She said something about 
the beautiful Scripture you were reading yesterday, 
Miss Grertrude. She addressed you by name, not 
being able to see you were not there, and said, ^ read 
it again, let me hear it again.' " 
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'< Shall I go to her, dear mother ? " said Gertrode, 
quickly risiDg from her seat. 

" G-o at once, dear child," said Mrs. Temple : " I 
would not have you lose a moment." 

She was following with her eyes the receding form 
of Gertrude, and the door had scarcely closed upon 
her, when the bishop entered by an opposite door. 

" You are deep in thought, Lucy," he said, " and 
your, eyes are fixed on some beloved object." 

*^Iwas thinking of her," she replied, "who has 
just left me ; and my heart was not only filled with 
yearning affection towards her, but with thankfulness 
to Grod, for giving us such a child as Grertrude. We 
have often agreed that, when a little child, her loving, 
obedience and her perfect confidence were most re- 
markable ; and now that she is growing up to 
womanhood, I find from every conversation we have 
together, that she is more than falfilling the bright 
promises of her childhood. She is a more intelligent 
and thoughtful being, a more firm and established 
character ; but she is still the same simple, loving 
child — one, it appears to me, of God's own lovely 
children, guileless and humble and confiding — wise 
concerning that which is good,. and simple concerning 
evil. Did I not love her with all a mother's fondness," 
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she continued, " I should still regard her character 
with intense interest. I may be wrong in saying so, 
but she appears to me one of those instances so rarely 
met with — a child of God, almost from her birth— one 
who has been a subject of the Holy Spirit's regenera- 
ting influence, even from that early period. Born, as 
^he was, after a season of agonizing trial to us both, 
the child of many prayers, as well as of many tears, 
the disposition of her mind seems to have been im- 
pressed from the first with somewhat of the same 
character. A tender seriousness gave a peculiar ex- 
pression to her infantine countenance, and yet she was 
never sad ; and there was always about her voice a 
tone of touching sweetness, which partakes of the 
same spirit. We never had occasion to chide her 
sharply ; a look, hardly so much of displeasure as of 
sorrow, always melted her to tears: and you have 
often told me with what delight you observed the first 
awakening of her mind to the understanding of the 
sublime but simple truths of Holy Scripture." 

" Yes," he replied, " it was only a few days since, 
when, on coming to me in my study, to consult me 
about the class of little children she has collected, 
that Gertrude told me, one of her chief reasons for 
wishing to instruct them was, that, speaking from 
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her own experience^ she knew that the Word of God 
won its way with a peoaliar power into an infant's 
heart. Other snbjeots were forgotten, and passed 
away, she said, bnt that Divine Word was an abiding 
word. And she told me of the deep and lasting im- 
pression made up<m her own mind by those portions 
of Holy Scriptmre which we had first read to her. 
We, have, indeed, in her a proof that we can scarcely 
begin too early to instruct a child in the knowledge 
of that Saviour, to whose service it has been dedicated 
at its baptism ; though that surely would not be the 
first time, for godly parents offer their child, as soon 
as they receive the gift, to Him Who gave it. There 
is, as we have seen in this lovely child, a character 
about the mind, before it has received the influences 
of outward things, which enables it to receive impres- 
sions firom the Wc^rd of God with an effect which it 
may never possess in after years. I do indeed agree 
vnth all that you have said about our sweet Gertrude,'^ 
he continued. " The Lord has enriched her with His 
blessing, and adorned her with the loveliest feminine 
grace, the ornament of a meek and quiet spirit^ 
which is in His sight of great price. Happy are the 
parents of such a child I " 
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Neither as being lords oyer Gk)d's heritage, but being ensamples to 

the flock." — 1 PSTEE Y. 8. 



The life and doctrine of the bishop created a kind of 

revolution in the old city of Z , which, like some 

other cathedral towns, had been long settled in a 
quiet and undisturbed slumber as to spiritual things. 
The state of the Church of England at that period is 
well known to all acquainted with the history of the 
times. The dean and the other clergy attached to 
the cathedral were no exceptions, in point of vital 
godliness, to many of their brethren within the pale of 
our Church. One or two of them were learned men ; 
and one or two others were, in a worldly sense, courtly 
gentlemen. But we are stating no uncommon fact, 
when we declare that, with regard to spiritual life, 
there had been for many years no sign of its existence. 
The state of the city of Z— — , as it regqxded the 
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clergy, with one or two exceptions, was like that of 
the valley of dry bones described by Ezekiel. Not 
that they were " very many," but they were " very 
dry." The beautiful services of our Church found 
no response from the teaching of the pulpit; and 
scarcely a sermon was preached, after the prayers 
had been read, in which the pulpit did not contradict 
the reading-desk ; so that the same fountain might be 
said to send forth both bitter and sweet waters. 
Many attended the daily service in the cathedral, and 
fasted and wore mourning during Lent; but card- 
tables were laid out nightly in the houses of the 
clergy, and balls and routs were the ordinary amuse- 
ments of the evening. The clergy were certainly 
regarded as a kind of superior class in the city ; but 
this was rather the recognition of their rank and 

wealth by the good people of Z , than the tribute 

of respect and reverence to them as the pastors of 
Christ's flock. Their flocks had ceased to look for 
the essential and distinguishing characteristics in 
them of the godly minister of the Lord Jesus Christ, 
the faithful expounder of His doctrines, the follower 
of His steps, and the pattern of a holy life. 

The bishop was well aware of the difficulties he 
should have to encounter in coming to Z , and he 
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had counted the cost, and prayed for Divine direction 
and for Divine strength. He did not come to find 
fault and to condemn ; but^ deeply convinced that he 
who winneth souls is the truly wise minister, he 
sought to excel in the exercise of that lovely wisdom. 
While he was unaffectedly humble, he made it evi- 
dent to all that he understood his position, and was 
resolved to maintain it. There was a calm gravity 
and an air of gentle authority about him that inspired 
respect, but the law of kindness was in his heart, and 
I on his lips ; so that even those who disliked him 

^ most, found it at times impossible to resist the influ- 

"^ ence of such a character. He was disliked by many, 

and violently abused behind his back by some ; but 
^ he remembered, both in the pulpit ani out of the 

I pulpit, the Apostle's injunction, " In meekness in- 

structing those who oppose themselves ; " and while 
no uncertain sound ever proceeded from his lips — but 
he proved himself to be a well instructed scribe, 
rightly dividing the word of truth — there was a spirit 
of affection in his grave, simple, and scriptural ad- 
dresses from the pulpit, which breathed of a heart 
melting over those to whom he preached. Jesus 
Christ and Him crucified, was his grand theme. It 

was not so much eloquence, as earnestness and ten- 
4* 
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demess, that distinguished his preaching. The things 
that he said, sounded strange to the ears of those that 
heard him ; but they could not help confessing, in 
their inward hearts, that he spoke as one who w^as 
thoroughly acquainted with his subject, and who felt 
deeply the unspeakable importance of Divine truth, 
and his own awful responsibility before God. 

" The bishop will dine with us to-morrow week," 
said Sir Charles Danby, the Dean of Z . 

" So I am informed," replied Miss Danby, the 
elderly sister of the dean, who had resided with him 
since his wife*s death, and who had just finished read- 
ing a note from Mrs. Temple. 

*'You will be so good, Honoria," continued the 
dean, " as to write notes of invitation to those whose 
names I gave you last night. We shall, I trust, have 
all the cathedral clergy to meet the party from tho 
palace ; and they, with the Arlingtons and Hargraves, 
our country neighbors, will be as many as our tabl(3 
will hold. 

Miss Danby rose up, and went immediately to her 
writing-table, to commence inditing her formal notes 
of invitation : her brother continued standing. 

" Honoria," he said, in his most stately manner, 
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after a long pause, "you will remember there are 
to be no card-tables." Miss Danby's pen was sus- 
pended ; but she did not look up, and made no reply. 
'* You understand me, Honoria ? " 

" Certainly," she aswered : *' but" — 

"But what?" he added. **I suppose you -were 
about to add, strange ! — ^strange enough ! I allow ; 
but there can be no alternative, unless we violate the 
rules of good breeding. I happened to ask the bishop 
if he were taken ill last night, when he left the 
Comptons so early in the evening ; and spoke of the 
dismay of good old Lady Compton, when she rose up 
from her pool of quadrille, and found his lordship 
gone, and stood before the clock on the mantle-piece, 
exclaiming, that either the clock had stopped at half- 
past nine, or that the excellent bishop had been seized 
with illness ; but that Violet had pointed to the pen- 
dulum swinging at its usual rate ; and then, that 
we had all decided that a sudden attack had been the 
cause of his departure. With a quiet smile he re- 
plied : 'I was never better in my life, Mr. Dean. But 
I think that a bishop has^no business. at a card-party; 
and when the card-tables appeared I felt it was time 
for me to take my departure ; and as every one but 
myself and your two daughters was engaged at play, 
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I preferred stealing away without taking a formal 
leave of my kind hosto6S. "We have prayers at ten,' 
he added, 'and I had left Mrs. Temple at home 
poorly.' '* 

The dean might have given the sequel of this 
conversation, but he did not. The fact was that he 
had inquired what possible objection the bishop could 
make to a quiet hand at whist ; and that the bishop's 
answer had been given by opening the large Prayer- 
book which lay upon his table, and turning to the 
seventy-fifth canon of the Church of England, which 
is headed : " Sober conversation required in minis- 
tersJ^^ The part of the canon to which the bishop 
especially referred was, that which orders that "wo 
ecclesiastical persons shall at any time spend their 
time idly, by day or by night, playing at dice, cards, 
or tables, or any other unlawful games ; but, that at 
all times convenient, they shall hear or read somewhat 
of the Holy Scriptures, or shall occupy themselves 
with some other honest study or exercise; always 
doing the things which shall pertain to honesty, ami 
endeavoring to profit the Church of God ; having 
always in mind, that they ought to excel all others 
in purity of life, and should be examples to the people 
to live well and christianly, under paia of ecclesiasti* 
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oal censures, to be inflicted with severity, aooording 
to the qualities of their offences. 

" I feel myself bound," the bishop had said, with 
gentle gravity, " to regulate my own walk in the 
world according to this admirable canon, and per* 
haps your attention has not been lately turned to it. 
And surely,'' he had added, "though some of the 
canons, which refer to less important matters, and 
to the changing customs and manners of successive 
times — such as express directions as to habits of 
dress, etc. — may become obsolete ; yet a canon like 
this, which treats of points of morals and holy living 
in the ministers of the sanctuary, must be binding 
upon the ministers of all Churches of all times^ and 
can only become obsolete, when the "Word of Grod, on 
which its wise and godly admonition is founded, shall 
oease to be the standard of Christian men." 

"All this is absurd enough, is it not?" said the 
dean with a slight tone of pique, after another pause, 
during which he had been thinking of that part of 
his conversation with the bishop which he had not 
related ; and Miss Danby had resumed her pen. 

"Absurd, indeed," she replied, dryly: "and so 
we are to bid adieu to gaiety whenever this new 
bishop appears ! If this is the turn that things are 
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to take, I shall sigh for the days when the good 
old bishop and Mrs. Lulworth were at the palace; 
they never set themselves up with this unaccountable 
bigotry ; they loved a cheerful game at cards, and 
innocent gaiety." 

A light laugh rang through the room as these 
words escaped from the grave lips of Miss Danby; 
nnd Violet Danby, the dean's youngest daughter, 
came forward from the recess of the window, in 
which she had been sitting, bending over her em- 
broidery frame. 

^^My darling aunt," she said, as she sat down 
beside the old lady, on the same sofa : " are you 
serious ? Innocent gaiety ! Do you really mean to 
say that there is anything like gaiety at any of our 
dull evening parties ? Do you positively assert, that 
old Mrs. Lulworth, with her sharp voice and dictato- 
rial manners, and love of setting people * to rights,' 
as she called it, was ever the promoter of gaiety of 
any kind ; except, indeed, when Laura and I could 
not resist laughing at her long lectures? For my 
part, dear aunt, I frankly confess I prefer Mrs. Tem- 
nle's gravest mood to all such merriment as Mrs. 
Lulworth ever had it in her power to promote." 

" But Mrs. Temple is not grave, at least in any 
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sense that can be deemed disagreeably so," said 
Laura, who had hitherto been quietly occupied with 
her work at the table, which her aunt had quitted 
when she rose up to write her notes. " I never saw 
so cheerful a person as she is ; and I know my father 
is of the same opinion, for he admires her vastly." 

'* Indeed I do," said the dean ; *'and the more so, 
because there is never any touch of levity in Mrs. 
Terpple's cheerfulness. And you, my darling," he 
added, turning to Violet, *' would do well to copy 
the cheerfulness of her temper, or the calm sweet- 
ness of her daughter. To say the truth, I sometimes 
tremble when I hear your unguarded speeches ; fcf 
we look for the utmost propriety in a young unmar- 
ried girl of your age." 

" Oh pray, dear father," said Violet, " do not set 
up Mrs. Temple and her Gertrude as models for my 
study ; for if you do, much as I admire them now, I 
shall almost learn to dislike them. And pray, how 
am I to understand," she said, rising up and passing 
her arm through her father's, and looking up fondly 
in his solemn face; "how am I to understand your 
lecture about propriety in an unmarried girl? Do 
you mean that when I am married I may be permit- 
ted to dismiss a little of that said propriety ? " 
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"Naughty child!" said the father, unable to 
repress an unwilling smile ; **you wilfully raisunder- 
stand me; and I see that I shall have to lecture 
you, as you caH it, till some unfortunate man makes 
you his wife, and takes the troublesome task of 
managing you upon himself." 

Violet shook her head, and sat down again by her 
aunt, and, peeping over her shoulder, said : " Really, 
dear papa, you must not lecture me so sharply as 
you have been doing ; for my poor aunt, as I guessed, 
has been so anxious to re-echo your censures, that 
she has been making all kinds of mistakes in her 
note, and has been inviting Lady Betty to meet the 
bishop and Mrs, Violet at dinner." 

Miss Danby now fairly dropped her pen, and 
blotted the fair surface of the paper by the act, and 
sunk back upon the sofa with a look of hopelessness 
upon her fair and formal features. But in another 
moment Violet's arms were thrown round her neck, 
and so many kisses were impressed on her cheek, 
and so many entreaties for pardon whispered in 
her ear, that her countenance relaxed, and the 
kisses of her niece were returned with smiles of 
affection and tenderness. 

" And so then, brother," said Miss Danby, when 
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she had recovered her usual composure, " I am to 
understand that it is settled, we are to have no card- 
tables laid out when the bishop honors us with his 
presence." 

" Certainly not," replied the dean, " after what 
has passed : it is but common courtesy to the good 
bishop to humor him on this point." 

"Well!" said Violet, archly, "there will be a 
change, at any rate ; ^nd that is something in the 
way of amusement. We shall get rid of those dull, 
odious card-tables on some occasions, and the silence 
will be broken by other sounds than those which one 
^s been accustomed to hear so often, — ^the ejacula- 
tions which take their rise from the mortified emotions 
of those who lose, or the triumphant ebullitions of 
the winner." 

" And you, girls," said the dean, " will therefore 
prepare, if you please, to entertain the company with 
the sound of your voices. I shall be obliged by your 
practising the new piece of Signer Handel's, which 
I heard you trying together a few evenings since. It 
is of a grave character; and for once. Miss Violet, 
you will have an opportunity of showing that you 
can be seiioua. Your brother will be here, I suppose, 
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on Monday, and he has a fine deep voice ; and may 
assist you at the harpsichord." 

" Horace coming ! and really coming on Monday ! " 
exclaimed Laura, with a look of delight. 

" Horace coming ! " replied Violet, " and coming 
so soon ; and we, his sisters, never told a word about 
it till now ! 0, papa ! " she added, in a half-reproach- 
ful, half-coaxing tone, ^^ this is almost unkind in 
you." 

" I thought you liked a surprise, my child," said 
her father ; " and you know you deserve nothing but 
a scolding, for the liberties you take with your aunt 
and your old father. I was almost in the mind just 
now, not to tell you anything about his coming till 
the evening ; but Laura is a good girl, though you 
are not; and for her sake I shall let you have the 
letter, which, to say the truth, I have only received 
about an hour ago." 

" There, Laura," said her sister, " take the letter 
and read it first ; and then let me have it all to my- 
self, that I may read it over and over again. I tell 
you, dear sir," she said, turning to her father, "it is 
well for you all that you did not reserve this charming 
news till the evening, when we are to have, I believe, 
only a quiet rubber of whist, with Miss Pennington 
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and Mji*. Bouverie, my dear aunt's two especial 
friends ; for I am afraid I should have set all decorum 
at defiance in my joy ; — perhaps," she added, in a 
whisper, "thrown a dish of tea over Miss Pennington's 
best lutestring gown, or even overturned the card 
table"— 

" And been sent to bed in disgrace, miss," said 
the dean, " as it sometimes happened to a certain 
young lady, not many years ago." 
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CHAPTER V. 



** The Most High dwelleth not in temples made with hands." 

Acre yii 48. 



" You wish to see our cathedral ? " said the bishop, to 
Mr. Falkland, who, as our readers may remember, 
had been the friend of his elder brother, and was now 
his brother-in-law, of whom, also, mention has been 
made at the commencement of the former part of our 
narrative.* He had arrived with his wife at the pa- 
lace on the previous day, having consented to accept 
the office of examining chaplain to the bishop, who 
had been also enabled, by a vacancy that had just 
occurred, to present him to a prebendal stall in the 

cathedral of Z . He was rejoiced to feel that he 

had, in his friend and brother, an associate peculiarly 
suited to work with him in his new and responsible 
sphere. There was a quiet dignity, and a calm self- 

* See Thankfulneiiy p. 17. 
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possession of manner about Mr. Falkland, which, 
united to the graceful courteousness of his manners, 
often gave weight and influence to his lightest words. 
He was a man of decision ; holding and preaching 
Pivine truth according to that Article of the Church 
'>f England, which declares that, " Holy Scripture con- 
Laineth all things necessary to salvation; so that 
whatsoever is not read therein, nor may be proved 
thereby, is not required of any man that it should be 
believed as an article of faith, or be thought requisite 
or necessary to salvation." He was sincerely attached 
to our established Church, and preferred its commu- 
nion, with all his heart, to that of any other Christian 
Church ; not from any blind or bigoted view of its 
principles and constitution ; not because he regarded 
it as an infallible Church ; but because, though he 
knew it to be a human institution, it seemed to him 
to embody more of the grand Scriptural characteristics 
of the Church of Christ, and to be more in accordance 
%vith the mind of Jesus Christ and His inspired Apos- 
tles, than any other Church on earth. 

" You wish to see our cathedral, dear Falkland," 
said the bishop; "and before we take our walk, we 
might as well turn our steps in that direction ; and 
we will then call upon our worthy dean, who appears 
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to be a truly kind-hearted man. I think he will be 
pleased with the attention. I know your love for fine 
architecture; and I think you will agree with me, 

that the cathedral of Z is one of the finest ^^p/• 

ciinens that we possess in this country, — York always 
excepted." 

On their way to the cathedral they met the dean ; 
his youngest daughter and his son were with him : 
and the dean learning whither they were going, begged 
to accompany them, having first of all presented his 
son to the bishop. Mr. Danby, the dean's son, wa& 
quiet and reserved ; but the few words which passed 
between him and the bishop, showed plainly that he 
was a young man of intelligence, and of pleasing, un- 
affected manners, as far removed from the formal 
stateliness of his father, as from the thoughtless gaiety 
of his youngest sister. Rather a formal introduction 
took place between the dean and Mr. Falkland; but 
they found out, after conversing together for some 
minutes, that they had been acquainted in their you th, 
and had been fellow collegians at Oxford, though be- 
tween thirty and forty years had passed since they 
had last met. The dean appeared to be much taken 
with Mr. Falkland, and was more than usuaUy cour- 
teous ^^ his manners, relaxing a little from his habitual 
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stateliness, and talking of old times and former com- 
panions, with a warmth of feeling which astonished 
his daughter Violet, who, with her brother, had fallen 
into conversation with the bishop, but who could not 
resist turning round from time to time, and stealing a 
glance towards her father, and uttering an occasional 
exclamation of wonder, to the no slight amusement of 
the bishop, as now and then he caught the arch ex- 
pression of her countenance. The dean's manner, 
however, returned to its usual solemnity, as they en- 
tered the cathedral. " You have, I presume, nothing 
like this, on your side of the country?" said he, ad- 
dressiiig himself to Mr. Falkland. " I must own," he 
added, " that so far as my taste is concerned, I prefer 
an edifice like this, to any other, for the Service of 
Almighty G-od." 

" It is indeed magnificent," replied Mr. Falkland ; 
" and it quite fulfils my expectations. I am a great 
admirer — I believe you will scarcely find a greater — of 
this style of architecture : and though certainly it was 
not the kind of building in which the early churches 
of the east or western empires worshipped, (for that 
must have been according to some of the classical 
styles,) yet still the Grothic appears to be better suited 

to the quiet solemnity of our services than any other. 

5 
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At any rate, our associations have led us to think so.'^ 
He paused — and after gazing around and above him 
for some moments, he added, with much gentleness 
of manner : *' I cannot, of course^ judge of the im- 
pressions received by other minds, and my opinion 
may appear sorae'what inconsistent perhaps, with 
my high admiration of this noble building, and I 
myself heretical for making such a declaration;— 
but my tastes are rather in favor of a simple country 
church. There are those," he added, " who may 
be enabled so to rise above what appear to me to 
be the ensnaring allurements of our cathedral service, 
and can so abstract their thoughts and concentrate 
them upon one glorious but invisible object, that 
they can worship in spirit and in truth, notwithstand- 
ing the appeals to the senses which meet them in a 
place like this ; but I am not one of those. I know 
that the music and the voices of an anthem, and the 
stately architecture, and the rich effect of the tinted 
light, are deemed helps to devotion. They may be, I 
allow, wings to the imagination; but I have never 
felt that they could subdue the proud spirit within 
me, and then raise it in humble earnest supplication 
to Him, who dwelleth not in temples made with 
hands, and yet condescended to come down and clothe 
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the glories of the Godhead in the vile weeds of mortal 
flesh." 

The dean stared, with a well-bred astonishment, 
at language which was all but incomprehensible to 
him, and begged leave to observe that it had been his 
privilege to witness far deeper feeling during the per- 
formance of a piece of sacred music, in a cathedral, 
than at the service of any parish church in which he 
had happened to officiate ; and spoke of eyes raised 
to heaven, while they overflowed with tears of irre- 
pressible emotion. 

'^ But, does it not sometimes happen, sir," said his 
son, " that, though they are not exactly tears forgot as 
soon as shed, they are so soon, and so effectually, dried 
up at the card table, or in the dance, that the source 
from whence they spring cannot, I fear, be very deep ? 
We have seen some tender old ladies, and many young 
ones, also — have we not, Violet ? " — turning to his 
sister as he spoke — *' who come hither in the morning 
to feed the flame of their devotion, only to put it out 
by the dissipation of the evening." 

** I fear," she replied, *' that I, for my part, am one 
of those who know more of the evening's dissipation — 
and, if I must tell the truth, enjoy it more — than the 
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cathedral service in the morning : bnt I do not like 
sacred music." 

"A proof," said the dean, solemnly, "of a lamen- 
table want of taste ; and as your lordship must agree," 
he added, turning to the bishop, " a most unbecoming 
speech, from a very thoughtless young lady." 

The young lady, however, did not venture to reply, 
but turned away, pouting her red lip, with the air of 
a spoilt child. 

"Your lordship," continued the dean, "is, I pre- 
sume, an admirer of our cathedral service ? and I 
have heard you speak in terms of high admiration of 
the extraordinary richness of the architecture of this 
venerable edifice." 

" It would be impossible not to admire," replied 
the bishop, " the fine music that gratifies the ear ; 
and the, graceful style of the whole building. But, I 
confess that I distrust any feelings of devotion which 
they may seem to inspire within myself; and I am 
rather disposed to agree with my friend Mr. Falkland, 
and to give my preference to the country church, and 
to services which appear, to me, far more in accordance 
with the simple character of the gospel, and of Him 
whose walk on earth was that of humility, and whose 
ministry was plain and simple ; and sometimes, as I 
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l)Laye stood alone beneath the richly decorated roof of 
this lofty cathedral, and gazed with admiration upon 
all its grandeur and its ornaments, I have recalled to 
* mind the remarkable words of our blessed Lord, when 
His disciples drew his attention to the Jewish Temple. 
His eyes were fixed upon its marble walls, adorned, 
as we are told, with many goodly stones and gifts,— 
^ As for these things which ye behold,' He said, ' the 
days will come, in the which there shall not be left 
one stone upon another that shall not be thrown 
down.' 

" And, after all," he continued, in a lower and 
more serious tone, ^^ grand and glorious as such build- 
ings as these are to our earthly vision, and well suited 
as they may appear to creatures like ourselves for His 
presence and His worship, whom, we are told how- 
ever, that the heaven of heavens cannot contain, 
what a check is given to the vanity of our highest 
imaginations by those inspired words, at once so awful 
and so gracious : — * Thus saith Jehovah, The heaven 
is my throne, and the earth is my footstool. Where 
is the house that ye build unto me, and where is the 
place of my rest ? For all these things hath mine 
hand made, and these things have been, saith the 
Lord, but to this man will I look, even to him that is 
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poor, and of a contrite spirit, and trembl^th at my 
word.' " — Isaiah Ixvi. 1-2. 

For some minutes after these observations of the 
bishop's, not a word was spoken : the dean was the 
first to break the dead silence. " I fear," he said to 
his daughter, ** that we shall be late in returning 
from our drive, if we delay much longer ; I wish your 
lordship good morning," and bowing courteously to 
the bishop and Mr. Falkland, he drew his daughter's 
arm within his own, and walked away. 

" I see,' he said, as they passed through the door- 
way of the cathedral, addressing himself to his son, 
"that our bishop and his chaplain are enthusiasts, 
and I am sorry for it. Grentlemanly men and worthy 
men, I have no doubt, but I can't say I admire enthu- 
siasts." Mr. Danby made no reply, but he thought 
within himself, " I wish I had some of their enthu- 
siasm." 

" My dear friend," said the bishop to his com- 
panion, ** does it not strike you that what we want in 
our worship, in such a place as this, is more of reality, 
more of earnestness, and less of outward state and 
ceremony ? My heart is too cold to be warmed with 
vital heat, by appeals to the eye or to the ear. One 
verse of Holy Scripture, in its divine and unadorned 
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simplicity, has more power to overthrow the strong- 
lolds of pride and corruption in the human heart, and 
to enable me to realize the presence of Him who is 
the only glory of all earthly temples, than all that art 
or science, in their combined perfections, can produce, 
with regard to the meiie ceremonial services of any 
outward worship. I cannot help often thinking, and 
I love to think, of our Lord's words, whenever I come 
to worship in this cathedral : * I say unto you, that 
in this place is une greater than the Temple.' It 
matters little whether the place of worship be the 
grandest and most ornamented of earthly temples, or 
the lowliest building set apart for His Service ; if He, 
the Lord Jesus Christ, be not earnestly sought by that 
faith, which is the evidence of His unseen presence, 
and that Spirit of prayer which rises above all out- 
ward form?, our worship is but emptiness and 
vanity-" 

" And yet how delightful to think," said Mr. Falk- 
land, " that whether in this cathedral, or in the poorest 
hovel on the outskirts of this old city, the promise of 
Him, who is the same yesterday as to-day and for 
ever, stands sure : * Where two or three are gathered 
together in my name, there am I in the midst of them.' 
What a proof of the divinity of our Blessed Lord, and 
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what an assurance of the faithfokiess of His loye, do 
those remarkable words afford, spoken, as they were, 
by Jesus in the humiliation of His manhood, when on 
earth!" 



CHAPTER VI. 



** We haye not so much as heard whether there be any Holy Ghost" 

AoiBxix. 2. 



Diary. — June 10. 

" The subject of ordination of candidates for holy 

orders, has been much on my mind of late. I thank 

God I feel my own personal need of a sound mind, and 

a right judgment. It is of His mercy that I have 

been brought to a more entire self-distrust ; for I am 

thus led — also by Him — to come more out of self, and 

to look to Him, as it were, hourly for Divine wisdom 

and help. I can thus enter into the feelings of the 

Psalmist, when he said : * My soul hangeth upon 

Thee ; ' or to the mind of the Apostle, when he wrote : 

Most gladly, therefore, will I glory in my infirmities, 

that the power of Christ may rest upon me.' "What a 

glorious alchemy is here ! Those very infirmities, 

which would naturally depress and overwhelm me 
5* 
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with shame, were I to be left alone in the midst of 
them, may be made, by grace and through faith, the 
ground of humble but heartfelt rejoicing even to glo- 
rying, before Q-od. I sink to the earth, as one 
confounded by the tremendous responsibilities of my 
calling. In my perplexity and distress, I cry : * Who 
is sufficient for these things ? ' and I hear a voice from 
heaven, saying unto me : ' My grace is sufficient for 
thee ; for my strength is made perfect in weakness.' 
Thus also I find it written by the Apostle James : ' If 
any of -you lack wisdom, let him ask of God, that 
giveth to all men liberally and upbraideth not, and it 
shall be given him ; but let him ask in faith, nothing 
wavering.' " 

*' Why should I fear, therefore, that He who has 
been pleased to entrust me with this high commission, 
will fail to supply me with all my need, and in His 
own way, and in agreement to His own word of pro- 
mise, * according to His riches in glory by Christ 
Jesus,' and that so the power of Christ shall rest 
upon me? 

" I have established one rule on the subject of 
ordination, from which I am resolved, if it please Grod, 
never to depart. I will ordain no man to the ministry, 
with whom I have not had one personal interview, 
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and, if possible, more than one, before he comes up 
for examination. I must have close and searching 
conversation with every candidate, that I may, if pos- 
sible, learn from his own lips the motives which have 
induced him to undertake the office of a minister of 
the Grospel. I will endeavor to set before him the 
nature of the office, its awful responsibilities, and its 
glorious labors, with an affectionate seriousness ; seek- 
ing to win his confidence, while 1 strive to impress 
upon him how great a peril he is incurring by lightly 
taking upon him so grave a charge ; and urging him 
to consider the account which he must one day render 

to the Great Shepherd and Bishop of our souls. I 

* 

sometimes wish that the wondrous gift of discernment 
of spirit had been still continued to the Church ; but I 
doubt not that it is better for us that such should not 
be the case, since He who worketh all things after 
the counsel of His own will, has not so ordered it. My 
own path is plain— to be instant in prayer for especial 
grace, that I may, first, for my own part, know how I 
ought to behave myself in the house of God ; that in 
the performance of my own high duties I may be 
blameless, vigilant, sober, an example of the believers 
in word, in conversation, in love, in spirit, in faith, in 
purity ; and that, with regard to those over whom it 
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has pleased Grod io place me, I may observe these 
things, without preferring one before another, doing 
nothing by partiality, laying hands suddenly on no 



man." 



"June 14. 
" Mr. Ashton's health has been so graciously re- 
stored, that he astozushed us by coming over to 

Z , to pass a few hours with us, yesterday. His 

conversation is truly edifying, and we rejoiced to 
find him much more cheerful than when we were at 
Delford. We took advantage of his visit to obtain 
firom him a promise to pass the greater part of next 
week with us, as Falkland and my sister vrill be still 
our guests. His de§r old lady and grandson are to 
come with him. The latter accompanied him yes- 
terday. We feel; an increasing interest in Herbert 
Charlton. He came -to take leave of us previously 

m 

to his departure .for .London; but I have made it 
my particular request that he should defer his de- 
parture till after the visit of next week, when he is 
to accompany his grandfather and grandmother. I 
vdsh to become further acquainted with him, before 
I mention the plans which Lucy and I have been 
concerting together for his future course. I think 
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I am not mistaken in the opinion I have formed of 
this excellent youth; and assuredly it is a sacred 
duty enjoined on me, in my office of bishop, to come 
forward as the friend of the poor boy, and his aged 
and godly parents.' How touching was that ques- 
tion put to me in my ordination service : — * Will you 
show yourself gentle^ and be merciful^ for Chrisfs 
sakcj to poor and needy people^ and to all strangers 
destitute of help? '^ How plain the answer which I 
then made, and how binding the engagement I then 
took upon myself — ^ I will so show myself by God's 
help,^ _ Nothing that we do at any time for our poor 
and hetpless brethren, has aught of merit about it. 
We are at best, if we should have done all the deeds 
of Jove, and mercy, and righteousness required of us, 
but unprofitable servants; but there is a still more 
special obligation laid upon me as a bishop, and by 
God's gracious^ help I will endeavor to fulfil this 

sacred dutyf . • 

•*, 

"It is a jgreat privilege to have larger funds at 
my disposal than I have hitherto had ; but, as Lucy 
reminds me,* I 'am' only a steward over a larger 
household than I was before, and I am bound to 
attend to this especial point of a steward's dxity : — to 
manage the property of my Heavenly Master with 
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the utmost consideration and economy, so that 1 
may turn to the best account that which He has 
placed under my hand. There must be no thought- 
less prodigality, but a wise and prudent calculation, 
that I may be enabled to make a liberal distribution 
of what is committed unto me. Therefore it is that 
I determined not to yield to the first impulse of 
warm feeling in this matter, or allow the interest I 
felt in the circumstances of this youth to influence 
my judgment, till I had pondered it well over. I 
must only consider whether I cannot take upon myself 
the expense of a curate for his good old grandfather^ 
who is, I am convinced, quite unable to bear the 
burden himself, and whose personal comforts must 
not be curtailed at his advanced age. I shall find it 
difficult to do much during this first year of my 
removal to Z — — . But I am thankful to have a 
sufiioient income, independent of my office, to be 
able to indulge in the best luxury of wealth — the 
relieving the wants of others, and especially those of 
the household of faith.'' 

<« June 15. 
" It is too much taken for granted, that the Bible 
is already known to the young student preparing for 



Ordination. The more I consider the subject, the 
more I see it to be, what I may call an incompre- 
hensible fact, that, while it is allowed by all that the 
Bible is the one and only spring of all truth and 
wisdom, many are apt to rest satisfied with acknow- 
ledging the fact, and then acting as if ihe Bible 
were, to all intents and purposes, a book which has 
no real existence, or as if there were no need to 
direct the chief attention of the candidate to the 
book itself. When I was examined for ordination, I 
was required to translate a portion of Q-rotius de 
Veritate into English; to construe a few verses of 
one of the Gospels from the original Greek; to write 
a theme in tolerably good Latin ; to write out my 
answers to certain papers of questions, some few on 
doctrinal points, the remainder referring to the his- 
torical portions of the Old and New Testament ; and 
to turn one of the thirty-nine Articles from the Latin 
version into English, and another from the English 
version into Latin. I had also a sermon to write on a 
given text. All this was good, and ought to be 
required from the candidates for ordination ; and all 
this implied, and was supposed to prove, that I was 
well acquainted with the Bible itself; but it did prove 
no such thing. I had prepared for such an examina- 
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tion, and I was enabled to pass it, as I was told, with 
credit: but what was the fact? that I was all the 
time wretchedly ignorant of the Bible itself. The 
kind old bishop by whom I was ordained, and his 
equally kind examining chaplain, said not a word to 
me about the Bible. They did not endeavor to im- 
press upon me that a thorough acquaintance with 
the Bible ought to be my chief object. This was of 
course allowed and implied, but this was not done. 
Nor was I once told that what I chiefly needed was 
an experimental acquaintance with the inspired vol- 
ume. It is and always shall be my chief point with 
my young candidates, to direct them simply to the 
Bible, as the sum of all human attainments. This 
wonderful book of inspired revelation, shall be dis- 
tinctly and prominently set forth before them as the 
one grand requirement, the one chief object of study, 
both before and after ordination. I do not mean that 
a thorough and an experimental knowledge of the 
Holy Scriptures is to be expected in a young minister, 
or will be found in many ministers ; but that all other 
knowledge, however necessary, however advisable, 
should be deemed of secondary importance, and must 
be kept in its proper place. Where this is not the 
case, even the most learned and the most gifted 
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minister, will be always miserably deficient as a 
divine; and the effect of his coarse of studies on 
himself, and his mode of preaching on his flock, will 
be seen both in points of doctrine and practice. 
His doctrine will want the Divine simplicity, the 
strength, the fulness, and the richness of the true 
wine of the Gospel; his practice will be like the 
gait of a man partially blind, who turns to the right 
hand or to the left, and gropes and stumbles on his 
way, instead of walking with his head erect, and 
going forward with vigor and alacrity. How can it 
be otherwise ? When the teaching is uncertain, the 
walk will be inconsistent. Well has Bishop Cover- 
dale remarked: 'If we will that the true faith of 
Christ shall grow, continue and increase ; then we 
must bring the same to pass by true understanding 
of the Scripture; by pure, sound, and wholesome 
doctrine. With the truth must lies be banished, 
with sound doctrine must false be rooted out, with 
the light must darkness be expelled ; but how can 
the true understanding of the Scripture, the un- 
doubted, wholesome, and sound doctrine be had, 
when men do neither exercise and employ them- 
selves, nor apply their endeavor, study, and diligence 
therein.' " 
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The bishop was sitting in that spacious and lofty 
library, of which we have already spoken, and at the 
first stroke of the ancient clock which stood on the 
high mantel-piece, he closed his book. He had made 
an appointment for eleven o'clock that morning, and 
the hour had scarcely ceased striking, when the door 
opened and Mr. Woodville was announced. The 
bishop was struck by the appearance and manners of 
his visitor. His bearing was manly and respectful, 
and his countenance pleasing. 

"I felt that no correspondence by letter," he said, 
" could be so satisfactory as a personal interview. 
And," he added, " the difficulties which I am called 
upon to meet with, in reference to ordination, are so 
great, that the only way in which I can in any way 
fulfil them, is to speak to my young candidates with- 
out reserve, and to ask them to treat me with equal 
confidence. The accounts which I have received of 
you, Mr. Woodville, so far as they relate to your 
acquirements as a scholar, are unexceptionable, and I 
like much the tone of your own letters. But there is 
one inquiry which appears to me of supreme impor- 
tance, to which I have as yet received no explicit 
reply. You may tell me that it has not been as yet .V 
made a direct question : it has been, indeed, rather 
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referred to and implied in the other questions pat to 
you. It regards the motive by which you have been 
led to come forward as a candidate for the ministry ? " 

A slight and momentary flush passed over the 
face of the young man ; but his manner was unem- 
barrassed, and there was no hesitation in his reply. 

He had long preferred, he said, the life of a 
clergyman to any other profession, and he hoped he 
should do his duty, and be a credit to the vocation 
he had chosen. He would honestly confess to the 
bishop, that he held no extreme views. He had 
been turning his attention during the past year to 
the line of reading in which he supposed he should 
be examined, and he hoped he had done so with 
some profit. He trusted, indeed, that his lordship 
would find he had made good use of his time. 

* My inquiry," said the bishop, with a gentle but 
grave earnestness, *' refers to a point of far higher 
importance than the preparation of which you speak. 
I allude to this question, which every candidate for 
holy orders must answer before God and the assem- 
bled Church at his ordination. ' Do you trust that 
you are inwardly moved by the Holy Ghost to take 
upon you this office and ministration, to serve God, 
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for the promoting of His Griory, and the edifying of 
His people ? ' " 

The young man did not reply, but the look of 
mingled astonishment and perplexity witJi which he 
met the eyes of the bishop, told something of what 
was passing in his mind. 

**You have not perhaps, as yet, seriously con- 
sidered this question," said the bishop, mildly. 

"I will not mislead your lordship," he replied; 
"I have not considered it." 

" But you will be called upon to answer it at your 
ordination. You are, I suppose, well acquainted with 
tie ordination service ? " 

" I have read it over more than once," he replied, 
" but I cannot say that I have paid much attention 
to it, as yet." • 

" But the questions are of the most solemn charac- 
ter, and must receive, when addressed to you, an 
explicit reply from your own lips. I do not think 
you would willingly evade any question, but, may I 
ask, how do you propose to satisfy your own con- 
science on this particular point ? How do you under- 
stand this question ? " 

" It is of so mysterious a character," the young 
man replied, " that I do not pretend to understand it. 
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Bat I can assure your lordship, that I am consoious 
of my own right intentions, and should answer all 
the questions accordingly." 

'^ But could you rest satisfied," said the bishop, 
'^ without searching into the meaning of so solemn a 
question ? It is, I allow, of a mysterious character, 
but it is on a subject of such deep and vital impor- 
tance, that no one about to enter the ministry, is 
justified in lightly regarding it, but is bound to seek 
tb understand its meaning, and to pray for light from 
above that he may do so. It is in His light, who is 
the only true light, * the light of life,' that we can 
see light, and by no other light can we read aright 
the Holy Scripture which He has given us." 

The young candidate was silent. 

" You have, perhaps," said the bishop, heard the 
subject of the Holy Spirit and His divine influences 
spoken of — according, I am sorry to say, to the 
miserably deficient theology common at the present 
day — as enthusiasm, and treated almost with ridi- 
cule ? " • 

The bishop spoke with calm authority, and the 
young man colored, and, with an ingenuous manner, 
he owned that he had scarcely ever heard the subject 
alluded to, except in general terms, but that when it 
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had beea mentioned, it had been as one of the new 
notions, propagated by "Wesley and Whitfield and 
their followers. 

" It wonld be well for you to judge for yourself on 
the subjeet," said the bishop. ^^ The founders of 
our Church, and all our great divines — ^those, I 
should say, who are distinguished for their close 
adherence to the Holy Scriptures, and for their clear 
views of scriptural truth, the giants of former days, 
men whose record is on high, men of deep research 
and profound erudition — have given to this doctrine 
the prominent place it occupies in the inspired Word. 
Here is a passage, which I was reading this morning," 
he added, rising and taking up a folio volume which 
lay open upon a table near him. " It is a sermon by 
the celebrated Bishop Hopkins ; and it bears upon that 
question in the Ordination Service about which we 
are conversing : — * The Spirit itself (mark that) bear- 
eth witness with our spirit, that we are the children 
of God.' What greater ground for assurance can 
thare be than this — ' The Spirit itself beareth wit- 
ness ? And what God speaks is infinitely more 
certain than that which our own very eye seeth; 
and therefore it is very injurious to His truth and 
veracity, when He, by the secret and sweet whisper- 
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ings of His Spirit, informs the soul that it is in a 
state of grace, to think that this testimony only gives 
probable guesses and conjectures. The* witness that 
the Spirit gives, is such a full assurance as removes 
all doubts and fears ; for it is the witness of God 
Himself.' Again, in speaking of the evidence that we 
are born again, this great divine says," and the bishop 
continued reading, " * there comes in a two-fold wit- 
ness, — the witness of our spirit, and the witness of 
God's Spirit ; our spirit deposeth that we are so, that 
we are born again, and become the children of God ; 
and this it doth by observing the proper marks and 
characters that the Scripture gives of a child of God ; 
and the Spirit of God comes in as another witness, 
that in the mouth of two witnesses this may be 
established; and by His immediate light clears up 
the truth of this attestation that conscience did make, 
which takes away all doubtings and hesitancies, and 
fills us with a full assurance.' " 

The bishop had read the above passages with 
a clear and marked emphasis, and with the tone of 
one who fully entered into the spirit of the author, 
but, when he looked up, he saw only the same per- 
plexity on the face of his young companion, which 
said but too plainly that the admirable words of Hop- 
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kins were as unintelligible as an unknown tongue to 
him. He made, however, no remark, he asked no 
question but this, 

" You will at least allow, from the passages which 
I have read to yon, that the mention of the Spirit, and 
His distinct offices, is no modern invention — no en- 
thusiastic novelty. Were I," he added, "to take 
down many of those celebrated works," and he turned 
his eyes to the goodly array of venerable books which 
stood ranged upon the shelves of his library ; " I am 
not going to do so " — he said, as he caught the glance 
of dismay with which the young man followed the di- 
rection of his eyes towards the book-shelves. " I shall 
hope, however, that the time will come, my dear 
young friend, when you will have learned, from your 
own acquantance with the contents of some at least 
of those authors, the treasures we possess in them, 
and will agree with me, that it is not only because 
they are among the pillars of our own Church that we 
do right to value them, but because, notwithstanding 
such errors as are naturally inseparable from all mere 
human authors, their writings are in strict accordance 
with the Word of Q-od. But to return to what I was 
saying of the Holy Spirit ; you must remember this 
sentence of the Nicene Creed, which is read in our 
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ohurches on every Lord's day ; ^ I believe in the Holy 
Ghost, the Lord and Giver of life? Or, again, this 
clause of the short sammary of the Creed in our 
Church Catechism, which is of course intended only 
as the expression of the faith of a believing child of 
God, * Thirdly, I learn to believe in Grod the Holy 
Ghost, who sanctifieth me, and all the elect people of 
God.' Here, you observe, the Holy Spirit and His 
peculiar offices are clearly insisted upon, with the 
same distinctness as in those words of our Lord's, 
when He says, ' It is the Spirit that quickeneth ; ' and 
again, ' When the Spirit of truth shall come. He shall 
guide you into all truth.' He was the great gift pro- 
mised by God the Father to our adorable Redeemer, 
and obtained by Him when the work of redemption 
was accomplished, and when, leading captivity cap- 
tive, He went up on high to receive gifts for men. 
And thus the gift was recognized and proclaimed by 
the Apostle Peter on the day of Pentecost, in those 
remarkable words, to the wondering assembly, when, 
having spoken of the resurrection of Christ, he adds : 
* Being by the right hand of God exalted, and having 
received of the Father the promise of the Holy Ghost, 
He hath shed forth this, which ye now see and hear,' 

Paul also speaks of believers as ' Temples of the Holy 
6 
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Ghost ; ' and declares that, ' If any man have not the 
Spirit of Christ, he is none of His/ Thus the Church 
of God is now under the peculiar dispensation of the 
Holy Spirit; and, knowing this, can you ray dear 
young friend, come forward as a candidate for the 
oflBice of a minister in that Church, when, as the Apos- 
tle Peter declares, * The Gospel is preached, with the 
Holy Ghost sent down from heaven ? ' Can you come 
forward and desire to be ordained a minister of this 
Gospel, and feel yourself satisfied with merely good 
intentions? Believe me, I do not doubt your good 
intentions ; but, surely, you ought to feel that you 
are called upon to give a most serious and prayerful 
consideration to the question, * Do you trust that yoo 
are inwardly moved by the Holy Ghost to take upon 
you this office and ministration, to serve God for the 
promoting of His glory, and the edifying of His peo- 
ple ? ' — and to weigh beforehand what you mean, and 
what you say, when you have to answer, as you must, 
before the assembled Church, that awful question 
which I, as your overseer before God, must put to 
you — * I trust so.' "Will a vague and undefined appre- 
hension of a question, at once so plain and so searching, 
be satisfactory to your own conscience, and justify 
you before God ? It is not a vain thing for you, 'be- 
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cause it is your life. Promise me, therefore, that you 
will meditate on these things ; that you will give 
yourself wholly to them ; that you will do nothing 
rashly, where so much is at stake ; that you will not 
seek to undertake so grave a charge, so solemn and 
weighty a commission, as that of a minister of the 
glorious Grospel of the grace of Grod, with the spirit of 
a hireling. Promise me that you will ask yourself 
before God, whether vou have counted the cost of 
what you are about to enter upon ; whether you have 
pondered in your heart the great commission to be 
entrusted to you, as set forth by the great Apostle in 
those solemn words — * Feed the Church of God, which 
He hath purchased with His own blood.' How will 
you otherwise be able to say, on the great day when 
you will be called upon by the Judge of all, to give 
up your account, * I am pure from the blood of all 
men ? ' " 

The young candidate made no reply. He sat with 
his head hung down, and the tears fell fast over his 
pale face. For some space of time, the good bishop 
did not speak ; but he was the first to break the dead 
silence which followed his last words. 

" I may grieve now," he said, with a gentle but 
earnest voice, which expressed, even more plainly 
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Ui«n hi* wold** how truly he felt for his yoong com- 
imuioii ; ** I umy grieve noxr that I have thus distressed 
Nou; but 1 »liaU n^joioe hereafter, if this interview 
»)\ouU pww* uiKler tnxl, the nieans of awakening 
j\m l\^ a »n^ v>f the great lespcmsibility attached to 
the \^Hoe of a oJerjjnuan. I should, indeed, feel my- 
w^lf S\tilly heRw God, were I not to warn you with all 
l^civH^^^Me:^ \^f the awful sin you would be oommitting, 
m ^Vobetately taking upon yourself the charge of im- 
ii%^wtal $«Hife> without a due consideration of the step 
wm aie about to take. We have met on no common 
%%ocasioD« The happiness or misery of your future life 
on earth, and your future, state to all eternity, may 
(i^Mod on the way in which you receive this anxious 
gtnd earnest remonstrance. I am placed here for this 
very purpose. I am solemnly pledged, by the office I 
bave undertaken, to speak thus plainly and faithfully 
to every younger brother in the faith, who may present 
himself, as you have done, for ordination at my hands. 
I have received my charge from the Lord our G-od, to 
lay hands suddenly on no man, and not to be partaker 
in other men's sins. But I can assure you from my 
heart that I take a deep and affectionate interest in 
your welfare ; and that I think I enter more fully than 
you may suppose into the state of your present feel- 
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iri^ : I recall the time when I was aboat your own 
age, and when I came forward, as you have done, to 
offer myself for the ministry. At that time, I attached 
no deeper importance to the sacred enga^ment I was 
about to take upon myself, than you appeared to do. 
Alas ! I did not feel as you have now felt ; I did not 
weep as you have wept. But there was then no 
friendly voice to warn or counsel me. I was perhaps 
as conscious of my right intentions as yourself ; and, 
relying on those right intentions, I rushed forward 
unchecked into the ministry of the Church of Q-od, 
aiid rashly took upon myself the awful commission of 
a pastor of Christ's flock, and a preacher of His Q-os- 
peL Like another Uzzah, I dared to lay unhallowed 
hands upon the ark of the testimony ; but I was not 
smitten in judgment, as he was smitten. It pleased 
that gracious and forgiving Saviour, upon whom I 
had put so grave an affront by my inconsiderate light-^ 
ness, not to smite me with death, but to arouse and 
awaken me from a state which was indeed that of 
spiritual death, and to bring me forth to the light and 
liberty of a child of Q-od, after the rash act had been 
committed, and when the vows were already upon 
me — ^vows which I had so lightly regarded, and which 
I had begun in so faithless a spirit to perform^ Gould 
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I do otherwise, when I saw in you one who reminded 
me so strikingly of myself as I then was, than speak 
to you as I have now spoken ? Let me, therefore, 
earnestly entveat you to pause — to think — ^to pray— to 
ask in humblest supplications for light, for wisdom, 
for guidance, for strength — in a word, for that grace 
which you need to enable you rightly to understand, 
and with all reverence to undertake, the office for 
which you have presented yourself as a candidate. 
Yes, my beloved young friend, take me from this day 
into your confidence ; come to me again and again ; 
or rather, if you please, remain with me a few days, 
and let us converse often together on this important 
subject ; let us view it in all its bearings ; and then 
you shall decide, as in the sight of Grod, on the course 
which you are called upon to take, and whether you 
are indeed inwardly moved by the Holy Spirit to take 
upon you the office and ministration of a pastor in the 
Church of God ? 

" And now, before you leave this room, let us pray 
together, that He who has been the unseen witness of 
this interview, will send His Spirit to guide you into 
all truth, and to open your understanding to the glo- 
rious mysteries of His inspired Word." 

The bishop knelt down, and his young companion 
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knelt with him ; and, though but one voice arose in 
the silence of that quiet room, perhaps it was said for 
the first time of that youthful but silent suppliant, 
" Behold he prayeth." 

Many years afterwards, the Bishop of Z was 

called to the sick-chamber of one of his clergy, the 

vicar of the parish of N , a large manufacturing 

town at the extreme end of his diocese, about fifty 

miles from Z . The bishop had arrived there on 

his visitation, and learnt with much grief that the 
vicar of N ^ was confined to his bed, and appa- 
rently at the point of death. His great strength had 
broken down under the incessant labors, both of mind 
and body, which he had carried on with unremitting 
zeal and untiring energy, in that extensive parish, till 
he could work no longer ; and his medical attendants 
had told him that morning, in answer to his own 
urgent request that he might know their opinion of 
his state, that humanly speaking his recovery was 
hopeless. He had been expecting the arrival of the 
bishop at the vicarage ; and he had desired his wife 
to request him, after the business of the day was 
over, to visit him in his chamber. 

A gleam of joy lighted up the countenance of the 
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sick man, as the bishop approached and took his seat 
by his bed-side. So great yras the change that had 
taken place in his appearance^ that he would hardly 
have recognized in the pallid and wasted features 
before him, the once bright and healthy countenance 
of the pers(Mi before him. But that countenance was 
beautified by an expression of heavenly jpeace ; and 
there was no gloom in that sick-chamber. 

" I trust," said the dying man, " that through the 
unspeakable grace and goodness of our adorable 
Redeemer, I am ready to depart ; and willing, since 
it is His will whose nature and whose name is Love^ 
to leave the earthly house of this tabernacle, and to 
be absent from the body, that I may be present with 
the Lord. But I asked to see you, my kind, true 
friend, not so much to take leave of you, as to de- 
clare this my dying testimony, that, under God, I 
owe all the happiness of a very happy life — for such 
indeed my life has been, from my entrance into the 
ministry to this very hour — to your faithfulness and 
truth ; to that real love for my soul, and that sincere 
desire for my spiritual and eternal welfare, which 
constrained you to search my bad and foolish heart 
to its depths, when you exposed to me the emptiness 
of its desires, and the delusion which blinded me as 
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to the end of that course whioh I was about to take. 
That I have been, notwithstanding many short- 
comings and numberless backslidings, a faithful pas- 
tor of the flock committed to my charge, and not a 
wretched hireling ; that I am now blessed beyond 
what I can find words to express, instead of being 
unspeakably miserable at the prospect of a death 
without hope, I owe, beloved friend, to you, as the 
hcmored instrument of that Grod, to whose eternal 
sovereignity and boundless grace I would at the same 
time trace back the whole ; for I know that I speak 
the sentiments of your heart, when I say that I attri- 
bute all to Him, and to Him give all the glory." 

The effort of speaking thus had been beyond the 
strength of the dying man : he sank back exhausted 
and speechless. For some hours, all consciousness 
had apparently left him ; though once or twice, as 
the bishop knelt beside his bed, clasping the thin pale 
hand in his own, he thought he felt a gentle pressure 
from it ; and once or twice, as he sat and watched for 
hours in that sick-chamber, he saw the eyes unclosed 
and raised, as if in silent communion with their 
unseen and Heavenly Father. 

He did not leave him till the following morning, 

and expected that the next post would bring the 
6* 
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tidings of Mr. Woodville's death. Bat he did not die. 
His case was one of those so seldom met with — ^we 
have known but two or three such instances — ^in 
which the knowledge of eminent medical men has 
been entirely at fault, and, contrary to all human ex« 
pectations, the patient has recovered. 

Hr. Woodville, however, was unable to take again 
any active part in the arduous duties of the parish of 

N . He ended his days, many years after the 

bishop's own death, in liie quiet seclusion of a small 
country parish — ^the village of Delford, when good old 
Mr. Ashton had fulfilled his pastoral course, and who 
lived until a short time after this occurrence took 
place 



CHAPTER VII. 



She that lireth m pleasure is dead while she liyeth.* 



The saying, attributed to Queen Elizabetli, is well 
known, that when speaking of bishops' wives, she 
said : '^ Dames of grace I cannot make them, and 
dames of place I will not make them." One may 
easily perceive that the remark originated in the 
queen's objection to the marriage of any of the clergy ; 
and that the objection was one of those unsoriptural 
and Popish prejudices which she had not shaken off 
when she declared herself a Protestant, and the defen- 
der of the Protestant Faith. An insulting slight was 
thus put, by the highest personage in the realm, upon 
the wives of clergymen, especially of bishops, in 
direct defiance of the words of Holy Scripture, — see 
1 Tim. iii. 2. — '*A bishop must be blameless, the hus- 
band of one wife." We will not say that Elizabeth's 
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opinion has been borne out by fact, and that the wives 
of bishops have not been " dames of grace," proved un- 
fitted for the worldly elevation of " dames of place." 
But, with some bright exceptions, it has happened 
that the wives of the clergy, from all that we have 
heard recorded of them in days gone by, have been 
but poor helpmates to their husbands. Perhaps the 
choice of some clergymen has been unconsciously 
unfortunate ; or it may have been, that, even when 
fully convinced of the high qualifications required in 
themselves, they have not sought, in their selection of 
a wife, to secure to themselves a partner of that high 
standard of character unquestionably befitting the 
station which the pastor's wife is called upon to 
occupy. The " judicious Hooker" undoubtedly belied 
his title to judicious, in the choice that he made, if he 
can be said to have made any choice ; having desired, 
as we are told, a certain Mistress Churchman, with 
whom he lodged, to find him a wife. And she, con- 
sulting her own interests rather than his, found for 
him a kinswoman of her own, — ^her own daughter 
Joan, — ^who proved as very a shrew as the wife of 
Socrates. One can hardly read without a mingled 
feeling of pity and amusement, honest Izaak Walton's 
account of Mistress Hooker : " That, for her condi- 
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tions, they were too like that wife's which is by 
Solomon compared to a dripping house ; so that the 
good man had no reason to rejoice in the wife of his 
yoath, but too just cause to say with the holy Pro- 
phet : ' woe is me that I am constrained to have my 
habitation in the tents of Kedar.' On the visit of 
his two pupils, Edwin Sandys and George Cran- 
mer, to his parsonage of Drayton Beauchamp, they 
found their tutor with the ' Odes of Horace ' in his 
hand, tending his sheep in a common field. When 
they returned with him to his house, where their best 
entertainment was his quiet company, that, we are 
told, was presently denied them, for Richard was 
called to rock the cradle ; and the rest of their wel- 
come was so like this, that they stayed but till next 
morning, which was time enough to discover and pity 
their tutor's condition. And so they left him to the 
company of his wife, Joan, and sought themselves a 
quieter lodging for the next night." A sad picture, 
truly, of good Master Hooker's wedded life. But one 
cannot help thinking, that if he had considered more 
seriously the sacred importance of the calling of her 
who was to share with her husband in many of the 
cares and pleasures of a pastor's life, he might not 
have brought himself into so wretched a plight. We 
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do not wonder that Izaak Walton, with such a picture 
before him, speaks of Hooker's college state as of a 
garden of piety, of pleasure, of peace, and of sweet 
conversation ; and compares his married stat.e to that 
of " the thorny wilderness of a busy world." But we 
think, when he adds — " that Hooker was thus drawn 
into those corroding cares that attend a married priest 
and a country parsonage," which we, on Scriptural 
grounds, conceive to be perhaps the happiest state on 
earth, — the good biographer unconsciously betrays, in 
his own spirit, a taint of the old popish leaven against 
the honest estate of matrimony, and the domestic 
privacy of a godly parson's life ; and shows that he 
secretly favors an unmarried priesthood, and the unso- 
cial brotherhood of a monastic establishment. 

The choice of the godly George Herbert was, we 
acknowledge, more wisely made ; and his married 
life was consequently very different. His wife was a 
Mistress Jane Danvers, the beloved daughter of his 
friend, Mr. Charles Danvers, whom her father, we 
are told, desired to see the wife of George Herbert, 
because of all his daughters she was his beloved 
daughter. This wish of his heart the worthy father 
had often declared, not only in public, but to Mr. 
Herbert himself; assuring him, that if he could like 
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her for a wife, and she him for a husband, Jane 
should have a double blessing; and Mr. Danvers 
had so often said the like to Jane, and so much com- 
mended Mr. Herbert to her, that Jane became so 
much a platonic as to fall in love with Mr. Herbert 
unseen. " This," continues Walton, whose words we 
have quoted, " was a fair preparation for a marriage." 
We are hardly prepared however, to hear that the 
quiet and sober-minded Mr. Herbert was so delighted 
with the fair young gentlewoman whom her father 
had so often commended to him, that " she changed 
her name into Herbert the third day after their first 
interview." Notwithstanding all Izaak Walton's 
encomiums upon this marriage, we cannot but feel 
that a union so hastily, and we might say rashly, 
hazardous, might have issued in much mutual un- 
happiness ; but such was not the case ; and as the 
simple-minded biographer affirms, — and he certainly 
states his reasons, "this suddenness was justifiable 
by the strictest rules of prudence. The marriage 
proved a happy one to both parties ; for the eternal 
lover of mankind made them happy in each other's 
mutual and equal affection and compliance — ^indeed, 
so happy, that there never was an opposition betwixt 
them, unless it were a contest which should most 
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incline to a compliance with the other^s desires : and 
this mutual content and love and joy," he afterwards 
tells us, " did receive a daily augmentation by such 
daily obligingness to each other, as still added such 
new affluences to the former fulness of these divine 
souls, as was only improveable in heaven, where they 
now enjoy it." We know not whether Greorge Her- 
bert's, description of what a parson's wife ought to be, 
was penned by him before or after his marriage ; but 
it matters not ; for his choice was the right one, 
though his courtship was so speedily concluded. 

Bishop Beveridge, though we suppose he died 
unmarried, has left some admirable thoughts on the 
qualities which he would have sought for in a wife. 
" I look upon the image of Christ," he says, " as the 
best mark of beauty I can behold in her ; and the 
grace of Q-od as the best portion I can receive with 
her." 

Bishop Temple's choice of a wife, had been well 
and wisely made ; and every day of their union seryed 
but to strengthen the tie which bound them tbgether. 
*' She was such an one," to use the words of Beveridge, 
" that did so live and pray and converse with him upon 
earth, that they might both be entitled to sing, to 
rejoice, and be blessed together in heaven." It 
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seemed, indeed, as if G-od had given her grace ac- 
cording to the measure needed by her, to fulfil as 
faithfully her duties to her husband in his new and 
enlarged sphere, as when she shared with him in the 
labors of a country pastor's wife. She endeavored to 
form a right estimate of her own position ; and having 
done so, she applied herself diligently to the fulfilment 
of its requirements, endeavoring to adorn her profes- 
sion with the lustre of those meek and holy graces 
becoming the life and conversation of the wife of a 
Christian bishop. She felt that her calling among 
other Christian gentlewomen constrained her to come 
forward as a leader in all acts of godly benevolence, 
and all efforts to promote the spread of vital religion 
among her own sex, that she might excite them to 
works of mercy and love, especially towards the poor 
and friendless. But though seen and heard of in 
every sphere where her influence as a bishop's wife 
might be exercised (ox. good, she never turned aside 
from the clear and shining path of her own bright 
profession; but went forward, always regarding her 
life on earth as a pilgrimage to that heavenly country, 
which is the glorious inheritance of the children of 
the kingdom of Christ. She was herself a member 
of an ancient family, and her husband's office in the 
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Church had elevated both him and her in the eyes of 
the world ; but she looked down, with a calm and 
smiling indifference, upon the distinctions given by 
mere worldly rank and riches. Her charming counte- 
nance, and the simple elegance and natural ease of 
her manners, made her eminently attractive wherever 
she appeared ; but though bred in a court, where the 
queen herself, and many of her ladies, were distin- 
guished for all those accomplishments of mind and 
manners which give a peculiar fascination to society, 
she had no desire to shine in such company ; — ^her 
mind was too spiritual, her taste too refined, to enjoy 
the pleasure of such a life. 

During her husband's attendance at the House of 
Lords, Mrs. Temple and Grertrude resided at the 

house belonging to the see of Z in London, and 

there she was sought out by many of her former 
acquaintances ; for the lovely Lucy Harington, the 
youngest of Queen Caroline's maids of honor, was 
not quite forgotten. The sweetness of her disposition, 
and her many agreeable qualities, had made her a 
general favorite. The mother and daughter were 
pronounced by some, whose word was the law of the 
fashionable world, to be unexceptionable as to style 
and manners; and invitations came daily to the 
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entertainments of the highest and most courted of the 
great and noble. Mrs. Temple often smiled as she 
sat down to write the same courteous, but plain- 
spoken refusal to all. 

They met a small and agreeable circle at the beau- 
tiful villa of their brother and sister, Lord and Lady 
Dereham, on the banks of the Thames at Twicken- 
ham, and they made the acquaintance of the wives 
and families of some of the bishops with whom the 

bishop of Z was often necessarily associated ; but 

they entered into no society, except that of the pious 
and excellent few, either among the clergy or laity, 
who, like themselves, had turned aside from the wide 
gate and the broad way, and were journeying onward 
by the narrow way which leadeth unto life. On the 
first day that the bishop found there was no duty io 
detain him longer in London, they set off on their 
return to Z . 

" Are you left alone my Grertrude ? " said Mrs. 
Temple, as she entered the drawing-room of the 
palace. " I thought you were all gone out." 

** They are all gone," replied Grertrude ; " and 
my father has gone with them. He came in to 
lucheon looking so pale and fatigued, that I per- 
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suaded him to take my plaoe in the coach, with Mr. 
and Mrs. Ashton and their grandson. I thought the 
drive to the downs would do him good, and that the 
pleasant conversation of the charming old lady and 
her husband would enliven him. Their grandson 
wished to remain behind ; but I told him the truth, 
that I should really prefer waiting to take a quiet 
walk with you." 

"And I have finished my long letter to Ferdi- 
nand," said Mrs. Temple, " and I shall be delighted 
to accompany you. What are you so busily em- 
ployed about ? " 

" I am finishing a cap and apron for one of my 
old widows," said Gertrude, "which I intended to 
take her as a surprise to-day. Poor old Betty ! she 
is the neatest of the sisterhood in the almshouses; 
and was bewailing the state of hex Sunday cap to 
Jenny, a few days ago, and saying that, with all her 
darning, and with ail her starching, it would hold 
together no longer. And so, you see, dear mother, 
I have made her this. I am just finishing the apron, 
but there is so little to do that I can leave it with 
Jenny, and send them both by her ; so that I am now 
ready to go out with you." 

" Finish it yourself, dear child," said her mother ; 
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*Hhere will be time enough afterwards for a longer 
walk than we are likely to take. I shall sit down 
beside you ; and you shall tell me what you have 
been doing this morning, since I left the Ashtons to 
your care. But let me first tell you, that I will add 
a muslin handkerchief to your gifts to poor old Betty, 
and a new love-ribbon to pin round her cap. Let 
us ;remember to tell Jenny to look them out before 
we go." 

" How kind of you, dear mother," replied Ger- 
trude. " There will be an end, I think, of all poor 
Betty's troubles on the score of dress ; for what with 
your last present of a Sunday gown and petticoat, she 
will be quite set up. But I must answer your ques- 
tion. When you left Mr. and Mrs. Ashton to my care, 
I went with them to call at the deanery ; and I was 
much pleased to see the kind reception they m^t 
with from the dean and Miss Danby. The two young 
ladies rose from the harpsichord as we entered ; but, 
at Mr. Ashton's request, they sang to him a beautiful 
hymn of HandePs, about which the dean had been 
speaking in high terms. It was one of those grand 
and touching airs in which Handel seems to excel ; 
and I have. promised dear Mr. Ashton to learn it, and 
sing it often to him." 
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"My dear Gertrude," said Mrs Temple, with a 
sadden exclamation of surprise, " who can be coming ? 
Did you hear the great gates thrown open? and, 
listen ! there are the tramp of several horses, and the 
loud rattle of wheels. I am half-sorry that we did 
not leave the apron to Jenny to finish, and go out 
immediately." 

The door-bell at this moment rang violently ; and 
soon after the Duchess of C • was announced. 

She came forward extending both her hands, and 
saying: "I only hope, my dear and long4ost friend, 
that you are as glad to see me again, as I am to find 
you. Whether you were dead or alive, I knew not ; 
but I was always told that you had been long buried 
in some remote parsonage, and would never be seen 
among us again. I am so very glad to see you," she 
added, as she kissed Mrs. Temple. And then, turning 
to Gertrude, she said: "And who is this fair young 
creature? your daughter, I am sure; for she is just 
what you were, Lucy, at her age, only more slender, 
and the least in the world paler. Come hither, my 
dear child ; I am vastly taken with your looks, and 
must embrace you too, not only for your mother's 
sake, but for your own." 

"You are as kind and affectionate as ever," said 
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Mrs. Temple, after she had returned the warm greet- 
ing of her former friend, almost with equal warmth, 
though more quietly; for she felt it impossible to 
resist such unaffected marks of friendship. 

" And now do let us sit down and have a quiet 
talk together ; for I have sent away the carriage, and 
mean to remain a whole hour with you," said the 
duchess. " But where in the world are you going, 
child ? " she added, as Gertrude moved towards the 
door. " What, going away the moment I come in ! " 

Grertrude smiled and stood still, but did not come 
back. 

" Come back and sit down, child — do as I bid 
you," said the duchess, holding out her hand to 
Gertrude. 

" Gertrude has an errand of duty to attend to," 
said her mother ; " and perhaps you will kindly excuse 
her. She will be back in half an hour." 

" Yes, yes, I know all about it," said the duchess ; 
" a cap, and what else, for some poor old body, whom 
we women of the world forget. Ah, well ! get you 
gone, my good child ; but mind you come back in 
half an hour. And now, Lucy," and she turned to 
Mrs. Temple, " let me say again how very glad I am 
to see you. It seems to me but yesterday that we 



J44 EARNESTNESS. 



parted ; and yet, what ages have passed since then ! 
We wrote to one another for the first few years ; and 
then, how was it that all oommnnication dropped be- 
tween us ? You were not to blame, however, for it 
was I who ceased to write ; but, to say the truth, that 
was the giddiest season of my useless life, when I 
was courted and flattered, and willing to believe the 
fal«e and foolish things that every body told me. And 
I did not like your letters ; you were too plain-spoken ; 
and, gentle and affectionate as your counsel was, it 
was not to my taste : and then, you talked to me of 
religion^ which I did not care to understand. And 
you were so provokingly happy, away from the world, 
while I was secretly so dissatisfied with myself, and 
with every body else, in the midst of the world, with 
all that the world could give, poured out in lavish 
abundance around me, that I hated you for your pu* 
ritanical strictness; and yet hated myself for my 
doing so. The fact was, dear Lucy, that you forced 
me to respect you ; for I was all the while secretly 
persuaded that you were right, and I wrong. And 
now I am an old woman, older by five years, at least, 
than yourself; and I have found out, by my own ex- 
perience, that the world is nothing but vanity and 
vexation : and I have lost most of my children ; and I 
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have been often ill, indeed onoe almost at death's 
door, and filled with terror at the prospect after death. 
1 prayed fpr life, that I might have time to repent; 
and my prayers were heard. My recovery was a work 
of time ; but a summer at Spa, and a winter at Mont- 
pelier, did wonders for me. I returned to town just 
when you left it, or you would have seen me there." 

" But where did you hear of me, there ? " said 
Mrs. Temple. 

" Hear of you, my dear creauture ! " replied the 

duchess ; " I heard of you from Lady Harvey, or, as 

you remember her, Mary Lepel— our old friend, Mary 

Lepel. And I heard of you from Princess Emily, 

when I went down, as in duty bound — ^but not, I 

assure you, from affection — ^to Q-unnersbury, to pay 

my respects to her royal highness, who is more proud 

and disagreeable than ever. That sweet Princess 

Caroline was always ray favorite. But where I heard 

all about you was at Lord Dereham's, when the duke 

and I went dov^n to spend the day and dine with him 

at Twickenham. I put him upon talking of you ; and 

I thought he would never have been tired of singing 

your praises, and those of his niece Grertrude. I told 

him I suspected you had made a Methodist of him ; 

but I felt my heart warm towards you all the vhile 
7 
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he spoke ; and your image, which had been lying 
frozen and forgotten in one of the corners of this cold 
unfeeling heart of mine, rose up and smiled upon me, 
as you smile now, and spoke to me with the well- 
remembered tones so pleasant to me in our youthful 
days. And here we are, my sweet friend, met, I may 
say, half-way ; for I have come out of the world, 
which I have half a mind to turn my back upon ; 
and you have come out of your banishment, to appear, 
if not in its circles, yet on its confines." 

" No," — said Mrs. Temple, laying her hand gently 
and affectionately on the hand of her friend. 

" No ! " exclaimed the duchess, interrupting her ; 
"JVb/ why that emphatic No? — a very mild and 
sweet JVo, I must allow, but still a most emphatic 
No!'' 

Mrs. Temple smiled. "You did not give me 
time to say more than that one word," she said; 
" but perhaps that single, and, as you term it, most 
emphatic word, expresses better than many words, 
all that I wished to express. What I meant to 
say, was this-^that while I hear with joy of your 
having turned your back upon the world, and come 
to meet me half-way, I do not allow that I have 
come, or mean to come, even to the confines of the 
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world. Still, I rejoice to meet you, my kind and 
affectionate friend, as we meet to-day ; and I trust 
that we may often meet thus, as friends who love 
each other. I shall rejoice still more^ if you allow 
me to use opportunities like this, to say, like one 
of old, *Come then with us, and we will do thea 
good.'" 

*^ Are these words in the Bible ? said the duchess. 
" I don't remember them, but I have only read parts 
of the Scriptures with much attention ; and that has 
been when my heart was almost broken with grief." 

" They were spoken by one who was journeying 
to an earthly paradise," said Mrs. Temple; "and 
they were addressed to one who was disposed to 
remain in the dreary wilderness, where at that time 
they both were. He was for going back, while his 
friend was going forward toward the promised land.'* 

A shade of thought passed over the bright counte- 
nance of the duchess. 

"Yes," she said, gravely; "I understand you. 
We, both you and I, are now journeying in a wilder- 
ness : how true that is ! but you are steadily going 
forward to the better land ; and I, — you think that 
I am still inclined to remain where I am in this 
dreary wilderness. Is it not sol And therefore 
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you would say to me, with that sweet voice, and 
that winuing and affectionate smile, ^ Come then 
with us, and we will do thee good.' Ah, this is 
just like your letters. I did not like to hear your 
invitation then ; but it comes sweetly and soothingly 
to me now. That better land ! I must hear more 
from you, dear Lucy, of that better land ! But here 
is Grertrude. Come hither, Gertrude," she said; 
^' come and sit down beside me, there is room for you 
upon this sofa. I want to tell you and your mother 
that you must come to Steeplyn. You must be my 
first guests there. Have you seen Steeplyn, Lucy ? 
I delight in the place, and it seems to agree with 
me better than any place I was ever in. I want you 
to know my husband and children. Jane is married, 
and with her husband in Scotland; but Rosamond 
and my son are with us. The duke and Morven rode 
with me to-day, but finding that the bishop was not 
at home, I made them leave their cards without dis- 
mounting ; for I chose, as I told them, to have you all 

• 

to myself on our first meeting. My dear child," she 
added, turning to Grertrude, '^Rosamond will be so 
glad to make your acquaintance. No, no, Lucy, you 
need not fear contamination from any intercourse 
with Rosamond ; for I see, by your look, that with.^11 
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ydur tiSeotitM for me, — ^and in that I do sincerely 
belieVe,— -you are afraid that Q-ertrude may get no 
good from our society. No, Rosamond is a shy, bash- 
ful girl, who blushes if you to speak to her ; but she 
is vastly more inclined to religious people than to any 
in our set. Her great friend is Mary Fitzgerald, one 
of Lady Harvey's daughters. You have heard of 
Mary, perhaps?" 

" We met Lady Mary Fitzgerald in town," said 
Mrs. Temple, ^^and I am sure I should rejoice at 
Grertrude's intimacy with any one like her." 

" My Rosamond and she are of one mind. You 
can't do her any harm, as the world would say, for 
the mischief is done already : what with the lessons 
of her dear old methodistical governess, and her friend 
Lady Mary, and some others, the girl is built up in 
her religious notions, and is as firm as a rock. For 
some time her father and I tried to change her mind, 
but it was all to no purpose ; the girl's gentleness and 
firmness together, were more than a match for our 
scoldings and reascNtitngs and coaxings. And so now 
she does as she pieai^s. She is a good, dutiful chiM 
in the main, and a charming companion when we are 
alone. In fact, when her father is kid up with 
one of hLs fits of the gout, Rosamond is everything 



150 EARNESTKESS. 



to him ; she never quits him, reads to him, plays to 
him, waits upon him, and has got such a hold upon 
him, that, as I often tell him, she can turn him rmind 
her finger at any time. I am sometimes astonished at 
her power; for in those gouty seasons he is often 
horribly cross with her, and rates her sharply." 

The duchess stopped. 

" Dear Lucy," she said, after a pause, " how grave 
you look ! what are you thinking of? I should have 
supposed that all this account of Rosamond would 
have pleased you." 

^^ It has pleased me, and it has interested me 
deeply," replied Mrs. Temple; "not so much the 
account of Lady Rosamond's religious profession, but 
of her sweet and dutiful attentions to her father. 
Her. religion, I doubt not, is of the right sort, and 
Gertrude will feel honored by her acquaintance. I 
frankly confess, that you read my countenance aright, 
when you said, that at the mention of an intimacy 
with Lady Rosamond, I felt anxiously about Ger- 
trude, and dreaded the influence of a young lady of 
the world, as witty and as engaging as you were at 
her age ; and I thought that you would not under- 
stand me, and would feel justly hurt, if I declined 
such an acquaintance for my child." 
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^^ And had Rosamond been such an one as I was, 
you would have backed out of anything like intimacy, 
would vou not ? " 

*' I should indeed," said Mrs. Temple, mildly — 
** but no, not backed out, I should have told you 
plainly and affectionately my whole mind ; for I shall 
have no concealments with you. The truth is best 
told at all times, if told in a proper spirit." 

" Well, Lucy, you are right, and you would have 
been right ; fgr you would have been acting honestly, 
and according to your own principles. I love plain 
speaking, and plain dealing. I must tell you, how- 
ever, that much as I respect my good Rosamond, I 
am sometimes out of all patience with her, and think 
myself hardly dealt with ; for, since Jane has left 
me, I have to go out alone. I go — of course, in my 
position, I must go — into society ; and Rosamond 
ought sometimes to go with me. Here she is, turned 
two-and-twenty, and nobody has seen her. She is a 
tall, good-looking girl, and has a large fortune ; but 
she has not had more than one offer, that I know of, 
and that she decidely rejected, because the man did 
not come up to her standard. He was, in fact, my 
dear friend, a mere man of the world. In other 
respects, there was everything, the duke thought, that 
we could desire." 



15g EARNESTNESS. 

" Everything but the one thing needful," said 
Mrs. Temple ; " and she, having chosen the good 
path, felt that her happiness, in the highest sense, 
would have been lost, and her soul endangered, by 
such an union." 

" Yes, I suppose it was so," continued the duchess. 
'' But I did not urge Rosamond about that match ; 
she had herself to please, and she batt the warning of 
her friend Lady Mary's unhappy marriage before her. 
Indeed, on the subject of marriage, I make it a 
principle never to attempt to force a child. One 
thing I do require, — ^no engagement, or anything of 
the kind, without my approval; but, as I told her, 
if she chooses to quarrel with her own good fortune, 

and refuse fifty better men than Lord R , and 

remain single all her days, she may, and she must. 
But what I do complain of is, her refusing, or declin- 
ing, as she would call it, to go out with me ; yes, 
and even to the most unexcepticHiable houses. There 
was, for instance, a rout at Lambeth, and Mrs. Corn- 
wallis was express in her invitation to Rosamond ; 
but, though the party was to be at the house of the 
archbishop, Rosamond was not to be persuaded, but 
did not, and would not go ; and I had no chance of 
succeeding, for her father took her part. Now, you 
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would have gone there ; even you would have thought 
that right." 

Mrs. Temple shook her head. 

"What! you think, then, with the duke, that 
Lambeth palaee is not the plaee for balls and routs ; 
and you think that the good archbishop ought not to 
allow his very fine leuly to be a leader of ton ? That 
is what the duke says. What would your husband 
do, Lucy ? " 

" He would allow nothing of the kind," said Lucji 
smiling. 

" And you, of course, think Mrs. Cornwcdlis had 
far better keep in the shade ? " 

"I do not judge her, or any one but myself," 
replied Mrs. Temple, mildly. " But I do humbly 
and heartily thank God, that I would not even if I 
could, turn back into the wilderness, for such the 
World, with all its painted pleasures, seems to me. 
No, my dear friend, we are journeying, as I said, to 
the better land, even to the place (I use the words of 
Holy Scripture) of which the Lord hath said, * I will 
give it you.' I do not take upon myself to judge any 
one ; but I say to one I love as I do you : * Gome then 
with us, and we will do thee good.' " 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



"Fcnvake ihe focdish, and live." — P&oy. ix & 



It was a lof ely afternoon in September. The bish- 
op and Mrs. Temple, and their daughter, were on 
their way to Steeplyn. They thought of their drive 
along that same road, in the summer of the first year 
after their arrival at Z . 

" We shall not have time, I suppose," said Ger- 
trude to her father, as the gables and chimneys of the 
old vicarage of Delford met her eye, " to call on dear 
old Mr. and Mrs. Ashton ? " 

" Not to-day, my dear child," he replied, " for we 
promised to be at Steeplyn in time to take a long 
stroll through the beautiful grounds ; but, on our way 
back, we will pass an hour with them." 

" The air is very mild," said Grertrude ; " and I 
dare say we shall see Mr. Ashton sitting under his 
favorite tree, as we pass. No," she added soon after, 
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** I see not a sign of the presence of any one of the 
family. Even the windows are all closed ; and, were 
it not for the thin volume of smoke slowly rising from 
that huge chimney, one might suppose the house un- 
inhabited. What can be the matter ? " 

"Nothing more than this," said Mrs. Temple, 
" that the good old vicar and his lady are walking to- 
gether in some pleasant lane, or visiting one of their 
sick parishioners." 

" You heard from Herbert, I think, this morning, 
father ? " said Gertrude, '' How well he has hitherto 
fulfilled your expectations ! Where is he at present ? " 

" He is staying with a college friend," replied the 
brshop, "and in the adjoining parish to our favorite 
Springhurst. His friend has taken him to call on 
your uncle and aunt Falkland, and he has spent a day 
in wandering about among our old haunts ; and he 
thought it would please me to hear how much he ad- 
mired ttat beautiful country, and how grateful he was 
for the kindness he had met with from my relations. 
You are right, Gertrude, in saying that he has hither- 
t-o fulfilled my hopes about him. I shall never regret 
having taken upon myself the expenses of his 
college life. He is about to commence his second 
year of residence at Cambridge in October ; and, if he 
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goes on as he has begun, he will take a high place 
among his fellow-students, and perhaps obtain a fel- 
lowship at Trinity. Do not let me forget, dear ohild, 
to write to him early in next week, that I may give 
him a full report of his grandfather and grandmother ; 
though, as I told him in my last letter, I think he may 
bid adieu to all anxiety on their account for the pre- 
sent; they are in such excellent health and spirits. 
What a good, affectionate youth he is ! Though he 
has passed most of his long vacation with them, and 
has seen them so lately, yet he is never away from 
them without feeling anxious to learn how they are 
going on.*' 

" I did not tell you what the dear old lady said to 
Herbert," said Mrs. Temple, " when he was about to 
take his leave of her. They were with me in my own 
sitting-room, and it was in answer to some remark he 
had made about leaving them alone and lonely at 
the vicarage : * O pray dismiss all anxiety^on that 
score, my Herbert,' she said ; * your grandfather and I 
can never feel lonely while we are together ! Our 
chief epirthly care and trouble was on your account ; 
but that load has been removed from our hearts. We 
are again blessed with health,' she continued, 'and, I 
assure you, we are never dull ; no, we are happy and 
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cheerful when alone with one another, perhaps even 
more so than we should be if you were always with 
us; for we do not think it good for you, at your age, 
to be shut up for ever with two old people. We read 
to one another in the morning, and we walk about 
among our poor people together, and we wait upon 
one another all through the day ; and when the pleas- 
ant duties of the day are over, then we sit down, one 
on either side the fire, (for we shall begin fires in the 
evening when you are gone,) and the curtains are 
drawn, and your grandfather has his candle and his 
book upon his favorite table, and I sit and knit by the 
firelight, and look at him, and listen to him, while he 
reads aloud some fine chapter of the Holy Bible, with 
a page or two of the Pilgrim's Progress, till I tell him 
he must try his eyes no longer ; and then the book is 
closed, and we talk together, reviewing the mercies of 
the day, and counting up and thanking the Lord for 
all His blessings to us. There is one blessing,' she 
added, * which we are never tired of speaking about, 
and to which we are apt in our conversation to return 
again and again — it is that He has given us so loving 
and so dutiful a child as our dear, dear grandson.' 
The old lady smiled, but her voice trembled a little 
just at her last words; she smiled, but she could not 
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trust herself to speak again. When he was gone, but 
not till then, the tears rose to her eyes, and trickled 
fast over her face. But she smiled again ; and, turn- 
ing to me, she said : ^ Both grief and joy have their 
tears ! Mine flow from a mingled stream ; but I 
think, in my case, the joy far exceeds the grief.' " 

Steeplyn was a magnificent place. The mansion 
had been built by Van burgh. Its architectural details 
were found much fault with by severe critics, and 
perhaps with justice; but the effect, taken as a whole, 
was grand and beautiful. The site was enchanting : — 
a home-view of one of the most picturesque parks in 
England ; rocks, and grassy slopes, and hanging 
woods, and a bright river with its graceful windings, 
lighting up the whole. Here and there a glimpse was 
caught of distant mountains, with their blue aerial 
tints, rising above a mass of wood, or seen through a 
chasm in the steep and towering rocks t/O wards the 
west. Notwithstanding the heaviness which is to be 
found in all of Yanburgh's buildings, and which was 
evident enough in Steeplyn, the place was distin- 
guished at once by an air of splendor and cheerfulness. 
Lofty pavilions ; graceful colonnades ; terraces, with 
their marble balustrades, rising abruptly from the 
clear waters of the rushing river; orange-trees and 
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pomegranates, ranged in stately rows ; long berceaux 
of trellioe-work, wreathed with luxuriant vines ; 
thiokets of roses and other flowering shrubs ; sparkling 
fountains ; parterres, glowing with the colors of the 
brightest flowers ; broad walks of smoothest gravel, 
and closely-shaven lawns of emerald green; cedars 
and cypresses, and evergreens of graceful form and 
varied foliage ; — a rich profusion of ornament, extend- 
ing to the point where the gardens ceased, and the 
park opened its wild and natural beauties beyond — its 
lofty woods, its heights and glades, and groups of deer 
scattered over every part of its verdant greensward. 

The duke and duchess were waiting to welcome 
their guests. 

"You will find but a very quiet party to meet 
you," said the duchess, after their first greetings 
were over ;— " some of our worthy country neighbors, 
good, honest souls, who are, I really believe, among 
the best-going people in the world ; for they usually 
manage to blunder upon what is right, and to sit 
down contented, amid all the changes which take 
pla<9B in the world around them ; grumbling a little 
every now and then, or they would not be English- 
men ; but always true to Church and king, let the 
government be ever so corrupt or arbitrary. We 
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have, however, one chaiming old ooaple, who oame to 
us to^ay, but I had literally to ooax and threaten by 
turns, before I could draw them out of their hermi- 
tage ; and nothing, I think, would have brought 
them, but the bribe that I held out of your coming 
to meet them. There are so many people in the 
world who are good and stupid, and so many who 
are bad and not stupid, that it is quite refreshing to 
meet with persons like oar dear old vicar and his 
wife — so truly good, and so highly intolleotual ; so 
superior, and yet so unpreteoding. Uy husband and 
I were most agreeably surprised to find such a trea- 
sure in our oWn clei^man, and, I assure you we go 
to church twice a-clay ; and, though I cannot answer 
for the duke, I can answer for myself, that I get more 
good from his scrnions, than I ever have from any ot 
the fine London preachers. ' Do, my dear Henry," she 
fftid, turning tn 1hi3 duke, "go and see what has 
■ of Rosatnond and her aged favorites. I will 
r keep them to herself as she does. If 
On on the terrace, toll them we will join 
Perhaps your lordship would like to 
&e oompany. And you, my dear Lucy, 
with me, while I go to put on my hat and 
'.you too, dear child," she said, tarning to 
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(Jertrude, " why do you stay behind ? Well, makd 
your choice ; you may come with us, or go with the 
gentlemen." 

But before Gertrude had time to make her choice, 
the good-natured duke drew her arm within his, 
and said : " Come with us, my dear Miss Temple ; 
for Rosamond will thank me for bringing you." 

The time passed pleasantly to the whole party 
which was assembled at Steeplyn. The duke was a 
man of cultivated mind and simple tastes, an excel- 
lent husband, and an affectionate father. He was 
naturally reserved and silent ; but, like many such 
persons, a keen observer, seldom off his guard him- 
self, but quick to perceive the inconsistencies of 
others. He had been unaccustomed to the society 
of i^uch men as the bishop and Mr. Ashton, and on 
the first day of their sojohrn at Steeplyn, he said 
little and observed much. The duchess talked, as 
usual, more than any one else; but there was so 
much genuine kindness about her, and so evident a 
wish to please every one, that her guests could not 
but be pleased with her. She was a woman of clear 
sense, and of a fine and cultivated mind ; her heart 
was full of noble and generous feelings; she was 
gentle and yet dignified ; and though she had been 
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from a child a stranger to religion, she had too 
much regard for the feelings of others to say a word 
herself, or allow a word to be spoken in her hoase, 
which might woand or distress a conscientiously 
religious person. These remarks may appear strange 
to some of our readers ; but the tone of conversation 
in well-bred society was then very different from 
what it is at the present day^ and it was too often 
looked upon as a mark of sense and spirit, for persons 
of rank and fashion to talk profanely. Even by many 
who had better taste than to make a display of their 
infidel sentiments, a deep-rooted scepticism of spirit 
was often dignified by the name of philosophy. Humcy 
Voltaire, and Bolingbroke, and many other less-noto- 
rious names, had then given a kind of eclat to various 
descriptions and shades of infidelity ; and some, not 

• • • 

only of the accomplished gentlemen of that period, 
but even of the more refined and delicate ladies of 
the higher circles, were not ashamed to profess their 
admiration of authors, whose works have long since 
been discarded by all who have any pretension to 
decency, whether in religion or morality. The duchess 
had been, during the most brilliant portion of her 
career, an avowed free-thinker, though disguising her 
infidelity by the convenient title of a bel esprit; and 
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her wit aud gaiety had given a kind of charm to her 
conversation among persons of the same sentiments. 
Sickness and sorrow had done mach to sadden and 
subdue her spirit, and to induce her to think more 
seriously on subjects of vital importance. Her friend, 
Mrs. Tempi Cj would have shuddered, had she known 
her during that portion of her thoughtless life. But 
when they met, after long years of separation, much 
of the unworldly and unselfish freshness of her early 
character had reappeared; and such is the influence 
of the companionship of the wise and the good, and 
so sincere was the respect and esteem with which she 
regarded the character and conduct of the friend of 
her youthful days, that she had been unconsciously 
led into a state of mind which would have astonished 
even herself, had she analyzed it. Many a pleasing 
association also was connected in her mind with Lucy, 
as she always called her ; and the sweetness and the 
gentleness of her friend's disposition and manners, 
won upon her during every hour that they were 
together. 

The duke was naturally of an idle turn of mind ; 
not without intellectual power, but careless and 
indisposed to exercise it ; more inclined to be amused 
by the brilliant qualities of his wife, than to condemn 
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what his judgment secretly disapproved. His love 
and admiration of her had known no diminution, and 
he had seen, not only with ooneem, but with annoy- 
ance, how much the elasticity of her mind and the 
gaiety of her spirits had been impaired during the 
few last previoas years. He was selfish, and her 
depression had alike saddened and wearied him ; for 
he had been long accustomed to look to her, not only 
for entertainment, but for that active energy of mind 
in which he was himself deficient, and which he felt 
to be peculiarly needed in the management of his 
affairs, and of his household. 

The duchess had been the mainspring and director 
of everything connected with his concerns, and had 
taken a world of trouble off his hands ; and he felt, 
that if her health gave way, and her spirit failed, 
there would be a call upon him for energies which 
he felt equally unwilling, and, as he persuaded him- 
self, unable, to exert. The duchess loved her husband, 
and she had always been too considerate of his dignity 
and his position to put herself prominently forward, 
and to appear in any way to derogate from his 
authority ; and though it was really her clear sense 
and her active mind which directed and regulated all, 
from the management of his extensive estates down 
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to the lowest details of their household 6Xpen9e9) 
everything was apparently done by him or in his 
name. Not that in anything she acted without him, 
or neglected to consult him. He was the actual, but 
sleeping sovereign; she, the busy and active prime- 
minister of their little empire. All her plans and all 
her projects were laid before him, his opinion was 
asked on every point, and if he cared to declare it, 
she always gave him the opportunity, either by a 
direct question, or by endeavoring in some way or 
other to draw it from him ; and if it happened that 
they differed, because she felt that he was not suffi- 
ciently alive to his own interests or honor, (and, except 
on such points, they seldom did differ,) she spared no 
pains to prove, by wise and gentle reasoning, that she 
was right, while expressing a perfect willingness to be 
convinced if she were wrong, or to yield if he desired 
her. And all this she had done, not in an artful, 
scheming, selfish spirit, but uprightly, and honestly, 
and with the sincere desire of really serving her 
husband, and making him and everything that was 
his appear to advantage. Though the mainspring of 
all, she was contented to keep the place of the main- 
spring in the watch — the unobserved and hidden 
place ; being all the while the secret source of action, 
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and the life of all the beaatiful arrangement and 

order without ; acting, however, alas ! not upon Chris* 
tian principles, but proving, to the shame of many 
professed Christians, the truth of those wonderful 
words of our Blessed Lord : that '^ the children of this 
world are, in their generation, wiser than the children 
of light." 

The duke saw, with no little satisfaction, that the 
drooping energies of his beloved wife were reviving; 
and, with a mind at ease, he watched the bright play 
of her countenance^ and listened to her animated re- 
marks. 

The first indication of the change which the duke 
observed in her mind and demeanor Was, when a few 
days after their arrival at Steeplyn, the duchess re- 
turned from her first visit to the Temples. He won- 
dered within himself what had produced it ; and when 
he met them, and became acquainted with them him- 
self, he began to like them, not only because he saw 
their happy influence upon his wife, but for their own 
sakes; and he was soon as desirous as she to improve 
his acquaintance with them. He liked them all. He 
liked the frank and manly spirit of the bishop ; he 
liked the quiet elegance and feminine sweetness of 
Mrs. Temple ; and the gentle but natural manners of 



EARNESTNESS. 167 

their lovely daughter. He had seldom seen so much 
modesty, with so much ease and such exquisite pro- 
priety, as in both the mother and daughter. There 
was no effort, no display; but a beautiful repose ; and 
he rejoiced to observe, that his own admirable daugh- 
ter seemed to lose half her shyness in their society. 
Her timidity yielded before a gentleness at once so 
affectionate and so engaging, and the finer parts of 
her character Were insensibly drawn out, as he had 
never seen them before. There were the same attrac- 
tive qualities in the aged vicar and wife : and he fully 
concurred in the remark of the duchess, when they 
were conversing together on the subject : " How 
strange it is, that we should come into this quiet 
country place, to find more of real refinement, more 
of the delicate finish of perfect good breeding, than in 
the courtly circles we have left ! " There was, how- 
ever, nothing so very strange in the matter. They 
saw, almost for the first time, the highest style of 
character, the genuine graces of the spiritual mind ; 
of that charity, which is kind, and vaunteth not 
itself; of those manners, which are gentle and cour- 
teous and forbearing, and considerate of the feelings 
of others. They saw nothing artificial ; but the godly 
simplicity and sincerity of those who have learnt of 
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the only perfect pattern, how to adorn the doctrine ol 
God our Saviour, in the thousand little proprieties oi 
domestic intercourse and every-day life. We have 
seen this Christian courtesy and winning sweetness 
among those in the higher ranks of life ; but we have 
seen it also among the lower classes. Everywhere it 
is rare. But the fact is, there is but one source from 
which the true rules cf good manners can be learned, 
and that is at once the highest, and the most accessi- 
ble to all. Those who study to acquire them else- 
where, are sure, on some occasions, to drop the fair 
and painted mask they assume, or to wear it awry ; 
and so discover, even to common observers, its uncer- 
tain and superficial character. 

There was one of the family at Steeplyn, who ex- 
pressed no admiration for their new friends. 



CHAPTER IX. 



A Boomer seeketh wisdom, and findeth it not" Pkotxrbs zlt. 6. 



Lord Morven, tlie only son of the duke and d^Xl^hess^ 
w^ an elegant young man; but his handsomf 
features usually wore an expression of languid dissi^t- 
isfaction, and his conversation was generally marked 
by a oynioal turn of mind. He prided himself upon 
his talent of assuming any character he chose to per- 
sonate, and he generally succeeded. He was just 
then wearied with his usual course of life. He had 
passed the season in London ; he had spent a month 
at Tonbridge Wells ; he had gone suddenly to Paris, 
and returned as suddenly ; and then, having no par- 
ticular call elsewhere, he had yielded to his mother's 
request, and accompanied his parents and his sister to 
Steeplyn ; having, also, some inclination to 6e6 how 

he should like it as a plaoe of residence. ThoQgh not 

8 
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eifeminate, he wjts a very fine gentleman, particalarly 
well pleased with himself, but seldom pleased with 
any one else. He held infidel opinions, but had the 
good taste not to avow them openly. He was, indeed, 
extremely fastidious — as very fine gentlemen usually 
are — as to the minutiae of good breeding in others, re- 
serving for himself (no unusual occurrence) the license 
of transgressing the rules of good breeding when it 
suited him. In fact, he was an artificial character, 
made up according to his own notions of perfection ; 
but, perfecticxi being somewhat different from hit esti- 
mate of it, the resemblance was not sufiiciently ap- 
parent to be recognized. He was a man of some mind 
and reading, and able to appreciate the superior pow- 
ers and the brilliant talents of the most celebrated 
infidel writers of the day, — ^Hume and Voltaire and 
Eousseau, for instance ; but he had not sufficient in- 
tellectual power or skill to take the soundings of their 
shallows, or to detect the falsehood of their sophistries. 
He was apt to be carried away by the force of their 
opinions; and was, therefore often out of his depth, or 
borne down by the current to those quicksands which 
are\he only landing-place they have discovered. 

He was wise, but as it was in his own conceit, he 
was blinded to his own ignorance. He was fond of 
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arguing, for it enabled him to display his own acute- 
ness ; and seldom better pleased than when he could 
exhibit the weakness of an opponent, by drawing him 
on, with no little skill, to expose his deficiencies, while 
he covered his own design with an apparent uncon- 
sciousness ; and then retired from the contest, as if 
too careless to claim the triumph he had won. 

A glance round the table, on the first day his 
father's guests appeared, told him that there wa^ no 
one present whom he could condescend to notice— 
they were all unknown, and he decided within him- 
self that they were not worth knowing. " But what 
can one expect," he thought, " from a set of provincial 
persons ? The finest house in the world would be in- 
tolerable with such people." They were evidently too 
common-place even to amuse him by their vulgarity, 
or to act as a foil to the brilliant reunion of wit and 
talent, who were to come on their departure ; and he 
arrived at the conclusion that his only resource was, to 
retire within himself, and to avoid the bore of con- 
versing with any of them. On the following day, the 
bishop and his wife and daughter, and Mr. and Mrs. 
Ashton, were added to the party. There was a young 
man present, a fresh arrival, who had just returned to 
England from the grand tour, as it was then called. 
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He was the master of many broad acres and a noble 
maasror. in the neighborhood ; and had left home a 
good-rAt'^red but ignorant youth. He had come back 
8<^ ^n^nged in manners, that he might have been the 
*>riginal of Cowper's clever portrait : — 

* Hie yoath, obedient to bis sire's oomnuuads, 

Sets o£^ a wanderer into foreign lands. 

• *«««• 

Strange tbe recital, fi^HU whatever cause 

His great improyement and new light he draws, 

Hie squire, onoe bashful, is shame-fiiced no more^ 

But teems with powers he never felt before. 

• «••«* 

Returning, he proclaims by many a grace, 
By shrugs, and strange contortions of the face, 
How mudi a dunce, that has been sent to roam. 
Excels a dunce that has been kept at home." 

He had crossed the Alps, and been to Rome ; he had 
kissed the Pope's toe, and purchased an Indulgence ; 
he had visited France, and seen the French king dine 
in public ; he had sat in the same box, at the Grand 
Opera at Paris, with Jean Jacques Rousseau, at the 
first representation of Gretry's last piece. He offered 
to send the Pope's Indulgence to the bishop, and 
Rousseau's last work, of which he spoke in terms of 
high admiration, to the duchess. 

She declined his offer, with a plain but well-bred 
expression of her disapprobation of the author's senti- 
ments and character ; and some remark was made hy 
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the bishop, refldoting on the pernicious influenoe of 
the soi^disarU philosophers of the French school. 

The attention of Lord Morven was roused ; and, 
reckoning on his own superior powers of argument, 
and his own extensive information) he felt that an 
opportunity had arrived, in which he might at the 
same time insinuate his own opinions, and expose a 
clergyman to ridicule. He had met with some 
bishops, who were said to be men of profound learning, 
and who could dogmatize, but were soon foiled in an 
argument ; and he had seen nothing in the quiet and 

unpretending manners of the Bishop of Z , to 

make him fear an encounter with him. He assumed 
an air of humble deference. '^ He was merely an 
inquirer after truth," he said, ^^ and wished to propose 
a question to his lordship. He felt himself unable 
to solve its perplexities, and asked simply for informa- 
tion." 

The bishop listened to him with attention, for his 
voice was clear and sweet-toned ; and his respectful 
and difiident manners presented a pleasing contrast to 
the noisy rattle and confident demeanor of the young 
squire. Still, there was something in the tone of that 
soft, distinct voice, about which his mind misgave 
him. He turned to the young inquirer with a mild 
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bat steadfast look, which seemed to say, '^ Are you in 
earnest in your search after truth ? or what are you 
aiming at ? " But the perfect unconsciousness with 
which Lord Morven met his eye deceived him. He 
begged to hear the proposed question. 

It was a subtle and specious objection to a point of 
the Christian faith, by which he expressed himself to 
have been shocked, yet staggered, in one of Voltaire's 
volumes. 

The clear and masterly way in which the bishop 
quietly disentangled the subject from all its apparent 
difficulties, and the gentle authority with which he 
asserted the right view of the point in question, put an 
end to the discussion, in a way that the young noble- 
man did not anticipate, and which caused him much 
annoyance ; but he was too guarded to betray what 
he felt. 

Mr. Ashton had paid particular attention to what 
had been said, and had taken part in the conversation. 
He observed, that it was a sad proof of the prevailing 
ignorance, and of the general neglect of scriptural 
truth, that the daring infidelity and loose ribaldry of a 
writer like Voltaire, and the gross fallacies of his less 
guilty, but equally dangerous compeer, Rousseau, 
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should have obtained so wide a popularity among per- 
sons professing to be Christians. 

And ilien again the young nobleraatfs soft clear 
voice was raised ; and he turned to Mr. Ashton, and 
remarked, that " he believed there were some beauti- 
ful traits in the character of Voltaire ; that affair of 
the Galas family, for instance ! Had Mr. Ashton heard 
the facts of the infamous persecution and dreadful 
death of the good old man, and of the noble stand 
made by Voltaire on the behalf of his family ? " 

" It was a noble stand," said Mr. Ashton ; " and 
the conduct of Voltaire on that occasion is deserving 
of unqualified commendation. But we must only 
regret the more deeply, that one whose judgment was 
so just, and whose benevolence was so remarkable on 
that occasion, should have proved a traitor to God and 
man, on almost every other. One or two good actions," 
he continued, ** standing out from the darkness of a 
long course of impiety the most daring, and immorality 
the most shameless, only serve to make that darkness 
appear, by the contrast, more awfully palpable. A few 
good actions may testify of a few right impulses ; but 
a good man is not one of mere impulse, but one who 
acts on right principles at all times. If, for instance, 
I were to find a man showing much kindness and com- 
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passion to one or two families, giving them food and 
money, and even loading them with favors ; bat dar- 
ing the whole eoarse of his life, with these few bright 
exceptions, employing himself in the most skilful pre- 
parations of varioas subtle poisons, and, in a spirit of 
Satanic malevolence, administering them to all the rest* 
of his neighbors, I coald call that man by no other 
name than that of murderer/' 

The conversation was interrupted by the duke^s 
rising from table, and proposii^ to join the ladies in 
the drawing-room. 

Mr. Ashton's attention was from that time much 
drawn to Lord Morven. He observed him closely, and 
lost no opportunity of conversing with him. He spoke 
to him with gentleness and kindness, and endeavored 
to win his confidence. 

. The young nobleman, who bad at first regarded 
him as one of a class that he had been accustomed to 
treat with a sovereign contempt, and as scarcely rais- 
ed by station and education above the society of his 
father's steward's room, stared at him with astonish- 
ment. But he could not shut his eyes to the superi- 
ority of the good old pastor's mind, and to his exten- 
sive information on every subject upon which he spoke. 
He was struck, also, by the dignified and graceful 
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ease of his manners ; and felt that Mr. Ashton oom* 
manded his respect. He was interested, in spite of 
himself, by the conversation of the venerable man ; 
by his sense and benevolence ; and by the deference 
with which his remarks were listened to by every ond 
present. On one occasion, he saw the old man's eyes 
fixed upon him with a deeply sorrowful expression, 
which surprised him the more, as it was after a dis- 
cussion in which he had been made to feel his own 
ignorance and weakness in argument, more than on 
any former occasion. In the course of this discussion, 
Mr. Ashton had referred to the well known maxim of 
Diderot, the last words of that gloomy infidel, that, 
"The first step towards philosophy is incredulity;" 
and had afterwards quoted those glorious lines of 
Milton's— 

" How charming is Divine pliiloaopliy 1 

Not harsh and crabbed, as dull fools suppose) 

But musical as is Apollo's lute ; 

And a perpetual feast of nectared sweets^ 

Where no crude surfeit reigns." 

Lord Morven, with a well-assumed air of concern, ex- 
pressed his opinion that there were many more in the 
world who would understand the maxim of the French 
encyclopaedist, than the beautiful sentiment of the 
English poet. '^ And yet," hid added, '' he must, ke 
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supposed, recall his opinion, as the fact was, that there 
were but few who were bold enough to think for them- 
selves; most men Were content to take things for 
granted. He, for his part, however, had dared to 
think for himself. He loved truth for its own sake ; 
perhaps it Was his misfortune to do so. He might 
have been happier, if he had not been so much in 
earnest in his inquiry after truth ; for he feared that, 
if credulity was the first step to philosophy, he was in 
a fair way to become a philosopher. He confessed 
with reluctance his own incredulity." 

Mr. Ashton quietly asked him to explain himself; 
and the shallow young man was drawn on to expose 
himself. He lost his self-command, and made several 
assertions which proved that he was not merely ail in- 
credulous inquirer, but a wilful and determined unbe- 
liever. He supported the objections which he brought 
forward by some of the common-place arguments of 
the French philosophers; and proved that, with all 
his pretended simplicity, he was deeply tainted by 
their pernicious opinions. But he was met at every 
turn by the elaborate and powerful reasoning of his 
opponent, who calmly and kindly exposed the sophis- 
tries of the whole system ; and proved to the young 
man, who had presumed to enter the lists with him, 
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that he had met with a veteran in arms, as skilled and 
powerful in confuting error, as in defending the truth. 
The good old man, though nothing more in the eyes of 
the world, than the humble pastor of a secluded par- 
ish, possessed a mind of first-rate powers, which he 
had exercised in severe study, and close thinking. 
Circumstances had occurred, connected with his past 
life, which had made him familiar with the varied 
forms that the infidel spirit of the times in which ho 
lived had assumed ; and he had applied himself in 
earnest, and with success, to the refutation of them. 
Feeble though he was in bodily frame and as to phys- 
ical strength, his intellect retained its full vigor, his 
eye was not dim, nor was his force abated. The poet 
Oowper has described him in those matchless lines, 
which I cannot resist introducing here — 

** Oh, I have seen (nor hope perhaps in vain, 
Ere life go down, to see such sights again) 
A veteran warrior in the Christian field, 
Who never saw the sword he could not wield; 
Grave without dulness, learned without pride, 
Exact, yet not precise, tliough meek, keen-eyed ; 
A man that would have foiled, at their own play, 
A dozen woukl-be*s of the modem day ; 
Who, when occasion justified its use. 
Had wit as bright, as read^ to produce : 
Could fetch from records of an earlier age. 
Or from pliilosophy's enlightened page, 
His rich materials, and regale your ear 
With strains It was a privilege to bear ; 
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Tet, above all, fab luxury supreme. 

And his chief glory, was the Gkwpel theme : 

There he was copious as old Greece or Rome^ 

His happy eloquence seemed &ere at home ; 

Ambitious not to shine, or to excel, 

But to treat justly what he loved so welL" 

Such a roan was Mr. Ashton ; though in simplicity a 
child, in understanding a man, and no common man — 
the faithful, loving, and adoring disciple of Him, who, 
though He is the brightness of the glory of God, and 
the very light of life to those who truly seek and serve 
Him, is still despised, rejected, and set at nought by 
the countless throng, that bear His sacred name only 
to disgrace it. 

The good old man sorrowed from his heart over 
the perverts but talented young nobleman. He was 
deeply shocked to see a youthful mind of much pro- 
mise, already warped and tainted fay a deep-rooted 
infidelity. He sought for an opportunity — ^and he 
soon found one— of being alone with Lord Morven. 
They were together in the library at Steeplyn. The 
old man was reading ; and, as it happened, the book 
that was in his hand was one which had led his 
thoughts away continually to the state of the young 
infidel. It was that book which has been justly 
regarded as a masterpiece of thought and reasoning, 
the Analogy of Bishop Butler. 
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" I have been thinking of you frequently, as I 
turned over the pages of this volume," he said gravely. 
" You are fond of works of an argumentative char- 
acter. I recognized in many of the opinions which 
you have put forth, the reasonings of authors of a 
different school. Have you read this volume ? " 

The yotmg man took the book, which he offered, 

from his hand, and his glance fell carelessly upon its 
open pages. " He had not read it," he said. " He 

must confess," he added with a smile, " he had never 

heard of it." 

'* Strange," said the old man, " that one who pro- 
fesses to be a searcher after truth, should restrict his 
reading, as I suspect your lordship has done, to those 
authors who are its most bitter assailants. If you are 
in earnest, you will take the advice of a man of some 
experience, and of more years, and you will have the 
common candor, before you express an opinion upon 
subjects of unspeakable importance, to consider both 
sides of the question." 

With a gentle voice, and a slightly scornful smile, 
the young man said : " Allow me to observe, that you 
are taking too much for granted, in what you have 
advanced ; and there is a slight contradiction in your 
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own words. Having spoken of suspicions, you go on 
at once to reason on assertions." 

" May I be permitted to ask," said Mr. Ashton, 
calmly and steadily fixing the eye of his companion, 
*' what books on the Christian side of the controversy 
you have consulted ? " 

Lord Morven checked the outbreak of an iinpa* 
tience which was but too evident, and asked, in his 
blandest manner, on what grounds his venerable 
friend considered himself entitled to catechize him. 
'^ It might be," he continued, '^ that superior age im- 
plied a right to question one who frankly confessed 
his own incapacity and inexperience. But Mr. Ashton 
had doubtless mistaken him. He was but an in- 
quirer ; he desired to be taught : "—He had scarcely 
spoken the words, when he wished them recalled. He 
bit his lips, as he caught the flashing glance of the old 
man's eye. He had insensibly fallen into his former 
strain; and he saw that m]^ aged companion had at 
once detected him. His eyes fell beneath that flash- 
ing glance. He did not speak ; but his attention 
seemed to be caught and fixed upon a passage of the 
book, which was still open in his hand. 

"Your lordship, I suspect — nay," he continued, 
" I may perhaps assert, with no fear of contradiction — 
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has never heard the following apologue : — ' A vessel 
was wending its way over a dark, mysterious sea. It 
was freighted with immortal beings ; and a thoughtful 
and experienced mariner stood at the helm. That 
vessel's only course of safety was straight forward, 
Mong a track of lustrous light, like the long line of 
radiance oast by the sunbeams, when the orh is sink- 
ing on the broad sea. On either side of that bright 
course were hidden rocks and weltering quicksands, 
shrouded by an impenetrable gloom. And still the 
good vessel bounded onward over, the shining waves, 
the steady breeze swelling the sails, and the glorious 
light brightening as she advanced : and still, as she 
went forward, the voice of song rose from the hearts 
of many of her mariners, for they wei'e voyagers to a 
most delightsome land. There was one in that vessel, 
who said he was no mariner, and hardly knew why he 
had come on board. He spoke much of his youth, 
his ignorance, his inexperience ; but all the while he 
went from one to another of the crew, instilling doubts 
and fears, by telling of his own misgivings as to the 
wisdom of the course they took, and of his incredulity 
as to the existence of that happy land. With a soft 
smile, and a courteous manner, his look as guileless as 
a child's, he sat himself down at the feet of that old 
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weafherbeaten steersman, and ashamed, he said, to 
own his ignorance, he besought the old mariner to 
instruct him. He spoke about the chart on which the 
vessel's course was traced ; and with hints, dropped it 
would seem unconsciously, he insinuated that perhaps 
the chart used by that vessel's crew was not the true 
one ; he might be mistaken, probably he was, but he 
had heard of other charts, which wise and learned and 
most skilful men preferred to that old worn-out 
chart— a chart, he added, said to be worn-out and 
obsolete. Would the steersman satisfy his doubts? 
would he explain on what authority that worn-out 
chart had been preferred ? Such was the discourse 
he held. And when the old man, all unsuspicious of 
the hidden motive of that specious inquirer, gave some 
plain reasons, in his simple way, in answer to the 
questions put to him, a scornful smile curled his com- 
panion's lips, and he begun straightway to put forth 
bolder and more startling objections, and to prove that 
all his seeming ignorance was assumed, and that he 
wore it but as a cloak, to cover dark designs and evil 
purposes. His object was discovered ; his only aim to 
set aside, as altogether useless, the good old chart, to 
turn the vessel from its path of light into the darkness, 
among the rocks and quicksands; and so to take 
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away all hope of its reaehing its glorioas destina- 
tion.' " 

The young nobleman stood listening to the apo- 
logue with his blandest smile. " And may I ask," 
he said, '' the meaning of this parable ? for I must 
confess I am too dull and dense (the fault is doubt- 
less with myself) to see the force or application of the 
lesson, which I have no doubt, it would convey. But 
I never could understand a riddle, and always say, I 
give it up. I have no imagination ; and, therefore, 
in this instance, I must lose the benefit of your kind 
instruction, unless, indeed, you add to the obligation 
already conferred, and do me the favor of putting 
the lesson into plain and homely language." 

" My lord," said the aged clergyman solemnly, 
" I have understood you from the first ; and this is 
what I have wished to tell you. I have seen with 
Sorrow and surprise the real aim of all your observa- 
tions. I would speak with all gentleness, but in deep, 
sad earnest ; while I speak in language which you 
cannot misunderstand. You found two clergymen 
at your father's table. Their presence in his house 
might have secured for them the respect of his son. 
But you set yourself deliberately to the work of 
assailing the Christian faith and principles which 
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they profess to hold. And this you did, not openly, 
nay — forgive me the words — not honestly. In seek- 
ing to hold up to ridicule the cause which is dearer 
to them than their very life, you calculated, I sup- 
pose, on their ignorance, on points where ignorance 
would have been inexcusable, in men of their pro- 
fession. With much apparent gentleness, and with a 
skill which would have done your lordship credit in a 
better cause, you proposed your pretended difficulties 
to them, pleading your own ignorance, and seeking, 
as you declared, for instruction and information, as a 
searcher after truth : but all the while, you were 
endeavoring to draw them into some perplexity, and 
there to leave them, convicted, on their own showing, 
of weakness and incompetency. Your attacks, my 
lord, were not of a personal nature ; your sense of 
good breeding forbade such a breach of common 
manners. Had they been personal, we should have 
deemed them unkind, and have let them pa.«is unno- 
ticed. But I bring a graver charge against you. 
Your attacks were directed, with an awful daring, 
against the very Majesty of Heaven, and that won- 
drous scheme of love and mercy which the Lord Grod 
has revealed to His guilty and miserable creatures. 
It is written in His Word : ' If one man sin against 
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another, the judge shall judge him ; but if a man sin 
against the Lord who shall intreat for him ? ' It 
needed no great penetration, in one accustomed to 
the fallacious reasonings you brought forward, and to 
the way in which you turned them, to discover the 
real drift of all your discourse ; and, though at the 
time I said nothing, I understood you thoroughly. 
Bear with me. I have lived long in this vain world ; 
and I shall soon put off my harness. I am, as it 
were, almost like one standing on the confines of the 
two worlds — ^this which I am about to quit, and that 
which I am about to enter upon. The vanities of the 
one, and the realities of the other, are seen more and 
more clearly, as I behold them, in the light of eternal 
truth. Young as you are, my lord, I think I am not 
mistaken, when I say that you know something of 
the unsatisfying character of everything in this world. 
Let me, then, solemnly ask you have you nothing to 
look to, nothing to rest upon, beyond this world ? 
Have you not at times misgivings as to an unknown 
future ? Arc you not playing at fearful odds ? For 
if you win, you gain nothing; while, if you lose, you 
lose everything. I am well acquainted with the 
sources from whence you have drawn your opinions. 
I was familiar with the works of some of those infidel 
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writers before your lordship was born, and recognized 
at once the various Unes of argument, specious and 
subtle enough, I own ; but, as I think I proved to you 
in our discussion of yesterday, alike unsound and 
untenable. Allow me to say, that when you have 
read more extensively, not on one side only, but, as 
all who would be impartial in their judgment are 
bound to do, on both sides of the question ; and when 
you have resolved in downright earnest to search 
humbly and patiently and diligently for the truth, 
perhaps you will come to the same conclusion which 
Bacon and Newton and Locke and Boyle and minds 
of the highest order have arrived at. Your lordship's 
authorities are minds of a far inferior grade to such 
as these ; men as notorious for inflation of intellect, 
as for pride of heart and cold and calculating selfish- 
ness. It is a bad school, especially for one who, like 
your lordship, may have a long, and I would fain 
hope, a bright career of honor and of usefulness 
before him in this present world, and who must, like 
myself, render up an account at the end. Will your 
lordship bear with me, and listen while I tell you the 
story of one, who was very dear to me, and of whom 
I have been painfully reminded during the last few 
days. He was, like yourself, a young man of high 
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mokf and of great promise. There is a lesson and a 
warning in his life, and early death, which, I pray 
Grod, may have some weight with you. One fact, 
like the account which I shall give you, is worth a 
thousand arguments." 

Lord Morven, who had risen from his chair, bowed 
with a cold politeness, and resumed his seat. 

" I had a pupil once," said Mr. Ashton, " a ward, 
a son, I might almost call him. Some thirty years 
have passed away, since I followed him to the grave ; 
for he died young. He was perhaps about your own 
age, in the early prime of manhood ; and the world, 
with many a path of honor and of usefulness, was 
also opening upon him. He was distinguished by 
rare talents. His father had been my friend; but 
he had resided in France during the last years of his 
life, and we had seldom met. By his last will, hf> 
had appointed me the guardian of his only child. 
Eugene was but a youth when he came from abroad 
to reside with me, and I took upon myself the entire 
charge of his education until he went to college. He 
endeared himself to us in many ways, but I soon 
discovered that he had no strength of principle. He 
had a taste for literature, and a natural refinement, 
which caused him to shun the grosser ple^ures <>f ii 
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dissipated life. He passed through his ooUege career 
with a high name) and carried away every prize that 
he contended for. I was gratified with his success, 
and had no fault to find with his general conduct; but 
I was not satisfied. I had once enjoyed his confidence 
— at least I thought so; but I. saw with sorrow that 
the only standard to which I had endeavored to lead 
him to refer his every action, was gradually disre- 
garded. On his coming of age, he left England to 
make the grand tour ; a tutor accompanied him, or 
rather one who bore the name, and who, I afterwards 
found, acquired an unaccountable influence with him. 
This man had been strongly recommended to me, by 
one whom I highly esteemed, and who was himself 
deceived. He proved to be a Jesuit, assuming, for 
the purposes of his order, the office of tutor to my 
ward. We supposed him to be a Protestant, mingling 
the warmest zeal with an admirable tact and judg* 
ment. Whatever were the covert designs of this 
specious man, he never arrived at the opportunity of 
completing them. While at the court of T ■ , the 
impostor was recognized, and exposed by one of the 
most accomplished infidels of the time, a man of far 
superior powers to those of the wretched Jesuit. This 
circumstance, and the influence of the set into which 
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Eugene was thrown, destroyed the little respect for 
religion which he still retained. With his new friend, 
and one or two others of like principles, he proceeded 
to Paris, and was there associated with the circle of 
the soi-disant philosophers, whose wit and talent were 
the theme of conversation throughout Europe at the 
time. The rank and fortune of my ward, attracted 
less attention than the striking elegance of his man- 
ners and appearance, and the charm of his conversa- 
tion. At the petits soupers of that profane and 
frivolous society, the graceful Englishman, as he was 
called, who spoke their own tongue with a purity of 
accent and style that astonished his companions, and 
whose lightest remarks often sparkled with the wit 
of the most exquisite polish, was a general favorite. 
They compared him to his magnificent countryman, 
who, when he appeared as ambassador at the court of 
France, had caused jewels of high value to be so 
slightly fastened to his dress, that as he moved along 
they dropped at the feet of the ladies of the court ; 
only, they added, that the diamonds and rubies of 
Buckingham's careless prodigality, were less brilliant 
than the gems of thought and language which fell 
from the lips of my poor Eugene. He remained at 
Paris for some years, and after he had taken the 
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oharge of his own property, I seldom heard from him, 
except by an occasional letter. His communications 
were short and cold, such as he would have written, 
not to a second father, but to his man of business. It 
was about five years from the time of our separation, 
that I received a letter of a very different description. 
It was evidently written with a trembling hand. Like 
his former letters, it was short ; but every word was 
expressive of deep feeling. He clung to me, he said, 
as his only friend on earth ; he entreated me, if possi- 
ble, to come to him, for it was no longer in his power 
to come to me. The exertion of the journey would 
prevent his reaching me alive. Every word of that 
short letter was a mystery to me, but one that filled 
me with unspeakable distress. In a few hours I was 
on my way to Paris. I found him in his own splendid 
hotel in the Faubourg St. Grermains, but he was 
alone ; those whom he had called his friends had all 
deserted him, as I afterwards learnt. His settled 
gloom, his self-reproaches, wearied them. They 
sought to cheer him by the vain maxims of their 
corrupt philosophy, but, for the first time, their profane 
levity shocked him. He rebuked them with a bitter- 
ness of spirit which he did not attempt to conceal^ 
and which they did not choose to tolerate. He saw 
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them no more. I found a desolate and dyimg man, 
wasted by disease, in the midst of all that wealth 
and luxury could procure. He was much moved at 
our first meeting, but soon after sank back into his 
former dark and dreary despondency, from which I in 
vain endeavored to arouse him. He scarcely cared to 
answer my anxious questions; but seemed to give 
himself up to a state of cheerless, hopeless wretched- 
ness. One idea had taken possession of his whole 
mind, and become a kind of settled monomania with 
him/ After staring at me that first evening for a 
long time, with the look of one solely occupied with 
the burden of his own sad thoughts, he said : ' Is it 
not written somewhere, in that Book which you once 
taught me to search, but which I have long thrown 
aside: ^ And at his end he shall be a fool? ^ You 
see the accomplishment of that Scripture before you. 
I have been reckoned among the wise of this world; 
\, but I ask myself — where are the wise, and what is 

m 

their boasted wisdom? Madness and folly are its 

proper name. * The fear of the Lord is the beginning 

of wisdom,' but there has been no fear of God before 

my eyes. Is it not written again in your book, * He 

that trusteth in his own heart is a fool.' I have doiie 

this, and I am that fool. All the marks of a fool are 
9 
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about me: this i» the chief one. ' The fool hath saiJ 
in his heart, there is no Grod : ' and I have said this/ 
Oh, how very often I It has been the language not 
only of my heart, but of my lips. You see I have 
not forgotten the lessons that I learnt at Pelford^ 
sweet, happy Delford. Would that I had seen them 
to be the lessons of wisdom at that time ; bat I was a 
fool then, and I have followed the career of a fool ; 
and, as I have lived, I shall die, a fool to the end. I 
have had strong convictions, and this is now the sum 
and substance of them all — ^that I have been and am 
a fool. No, no,' he said, inking his head at a 
remark I was beginning to make, ^ my heart is as 
hard as ever ; there is no change^ and it is too late to 
hope for a change qow. The conviction of my sense- 
lessness and folly beset me on every side ; they op- 
press my spirit, and wound my soul ; but they will 
never issue in hope and peace.' 

" I never quitted him. By night and by day, I was> 
ever at his side, endeavoring with all gentleness, to 
turn his thoughts to the ccmsideration of the infinite 
mercy of G-od, and of the tender compassion of our 
blessed Redeemer ; sometimes repeating a few words 
of Scripture, sometimes offering up a short and ear- 
nest prayer, and inwardly, indeed, altogether in 
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prayer for him. But that monomania was not to 
be removed ; the one idea possessed his mind, and he 
reasoned on that one idea alone. Whatever subject 
I brought forward, whatever train of thought I en- 
deavored to suggest, he always returned to the same 
conclusion, * At his end he shall be a fooV Sometimes 
I thought that he had lost all sanity. But no ; I only 
saw in that monomania the breaking up of a long 
delusion, and the awakening of the infatuated man to 
his sober senses. But the effect was like that of too 
strong a light upon eyes long closed by blindness, and 
newly restored to sight, — the light seemed to over- 
power the vision, and prwiuced a second blindness. 
He suffered, at times, frightful paroxysms of pain ; 
his, whole frame seemed to writhe with agony. But 
in vain did I entreat him to join with me in praying 
to that gentle Saviour, who had suffered unspeakable 
agonies for him. I can never forget the start and look 
of horror, with which he received my first mention of 
that adorable name. ' Oh do not breathe that name,' 
he said, * I must not hear it. I cannot — dare not 
speak it. I have profaned that sacred name, denied 
it, jested upon it, and I knew what I was doing ; 
conscience, the inward monitor, checked me and 
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warned me, till, fool that I was! I succeeded in 
stifling the unwelcome voice within me.' 

*' He never slept: his eyes were hollow and blood- 
shot for want of rest At the close of one miserable 
day of pain and restlessness, in which he had seldom 
spoken to me, I was sitting near the fire, for it was 
winter, and the weather intensely cold ; the servants 
had not yet brought in the lights, but the spacious 
room was partially lighted by the huge logs of blazing 
wood upon the hearth. I could not see to read, and 
my eyes wandered, from the Bible which lay open be- 
fore me, over that magnificent apartment. He was 
lying on a gilded sofa covered with the richest dainask. 
On every side the decorations of a luxurious splendor 
met my sight; panels filled with immense pier- 
glasses, or with pictures, paintings by Boucher and 
Coypel, all bordered by wreaths of clustering flowers 
richly gilt, on a ground of azure velvet, the ceiling 
enriched with gilding and painting in the same 
style. The loves of Cupid and Pysche, or the less re- 
fined fables of Ovid, were the subjects of those pic- 
tures. Well do I remember, as if I saw it now, every 
ornament of that saloon, in which I passed hour after 
hour of so many days and nights. How often had it 
been filled with the gay and fluttering groups of that 
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age -of profanity and folly ! How often blazing witii 
light, and with all the splendor of dress and jewels ! 
How often had it resounded with the sweetest strains 
of music and of song, or with the light laughter and 
the playful sallies of wit and gaiety ! It was a deso- 
late and melancholy apartment to my eyes ; its only 
tenants were a dying man and his one sorrowing 
friend; and the only sounds, besides my own low 
whispers, were the meanings of agony of mind and 
body, or the changes rung upon those ever-recurring 
words, the burden of a self-accusing spirit : ' At his 
end he shall be a fool.' 

^^As I sat there, on that memorable night, and 
turned away with a sickened heart from the mock- 
eries of wealth and splendor around me, my eyes were 
often fixed on one picture ; it occupied the centre of 
the panel immediately above the sofa of the dying 
man. I had scarcely noticed it before ; but as the 
glare of the blazing logs was thrown upon it, and as 
the light wavered, it assumed, at times, almost the 
appearance of life; and it struck me the more, from 
the contrast it presented to the haggard and deathlike 
features of the yet living face beneath it, upon which 
aJsp the same fire-light flickered, though more faintly. 
It was the head of a peasant girl, a portrait by G-reuzej 
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one quite oot of place among the wanton pictures and 
meretricious ornaments of that saloon. The sweet 
countenance was bright with the freshness of youth 
and health, and the frankness of an ingenuous spirit as 
yet unspoiled by the deadening influence of worldli- 
ness and vice. Who and what the original was, I 
knew not, and I thought not ; it was the contrast of 
the two countenances, or rather of the characters of 
which each seemed to be the striking index, that had 
affected me. 

^'My attention was, however, drawn from the 
picture. My poOT Eugene spoke to me. His voice 
had regained somewhat of its former tone and power. 
For several long hours he had not spoken^ I had heard 
only from time to time the deep groans of pain and 
restless misery. ^ My father, my more than father,' 
he said, ' I am better and calmer now ; for the first 
time since your arrival I feel something like — no, I 
must not call it hope, it is not hope; but it is a 
strange c<miposure, such as I have not known for 
years till now. Since my racking pains subsided, and 
the consequent languor and stillness crept over me, I 
have been gazing upon you ; and my mind has been 
stealing back to the quiet parsonage of Delford, and 

the peaceful happiness almost in my grasp when I 
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was with you there. Had I been your own child, and 
the child of her whom I loved as if she had been my 
naother, and the brother of your little gentle girl, I 
oould not have met with more true aifection : how 
tinsuspecting you all were ! how tenderly you bore 
with all my impatience and all my faults ! never ex- 
cusing them, but always forgiving and indulgent to 
me. But I was then wise in my own conceit, and 
you know there is more hope for a fool than for one 
wise in his own conceit. No, no,' he added, returning 
to his -former vein of thought, — and the tone of his 
voice was so deeply desponding, so expressive of utter 
wretchedness, that it moved me to tears : — ^ no, the 
course of my life has been altogether that of a fool, 
and the awful words of Holy Scripture are now re- 
alized and accomplished in me : ' At his end he shall 
be a fool ; ' only, there are two states of madness to 
the fool there spoken of ; the first is that of self-delu- 
sion — a fool, but self-deluded and unconscious that he 
IS one ; the last, — a fool, but no longer self-deluded ; 
but wide awake, as I am now, to the fact in all its ap- 
palling desolation.' He stopped, and turned his face 
to the wall. For some length of time he did not speak 
again. The servants entered with lights, and another 
followed bearing a salver of refreshments. 
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^^ And now that the apartment was lighted up, my 
eyes turned again to the biUe. There were a few 
words in that sacred volume, which had occupied my 
mind while Eugene was speaking. I read them, I 
dwelt on them, I prayed over them, that God would 
bring them, and with the power and consolation of 
His Spirit the Divine Comforter, to the heart of the 
poor sufferer : — ' Let him become a fool thai he may be 
wiseJ* Slowly, and almost in a whisper, I repeated 
them, pausing upon every word. He turned his head, 
and opening his eyes widely, he said : ' What words 
were those ? let me hear them again ! Oh, sir, let me 
hear them ! I never heard them till now.' He had 
heard them to good purpose. Almost at a glance, his 
mind, in the clear exercise of all its keenest powers, 
had caught their meaning, and had applied it to his 
own case ; and ray prayer had been heard. ' A fool/ 
he said, ' that he may be wise ! Can it be possible ? 
Let him become a fool that he may be wise.' I followed 
up the argument and the application. ^ He that ha^^ 
been brought to "know himself as he is, to become a 
fool in his own eyes ; he that is no longer self-de- 
ceived, but awakened, thoroughly awakened by God, 
to the full consciousness of his awful sin, and his tre- 
mendous danger, whose case, humbly speaking, is 
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hopeless ; he is the very subject to receive all the benefit 
and all the blessing of the Divine Physician's perfect 
remedy. ' He came not to call the righteous, but sin* 
ners, to repentance.' I now believe from my heart 
that this work is of G-od, and that He has brought you, 
not merely by the natural course of His providence, 
but by the overruling interposition of His grace, to 
the state of mind in which you now are ; leading the 
blind by a way that he knew not, in order that when 
brought down to the lowest depths of desolation and 
misery, and finding all human props utterly unavail- 
ing, you might seize upon the hand which is gracious- 
ly stretched forth to snatch you from destruction. I 
see that hand. May G-od give you grace and faith to 
see it also.' 

" All the time that I spoke to him, I was lifting 
up ray mind in secret supplication for him : and I 
saw with inexpressible comfort, that he was able to 
listen to me, as I entered upon the glorious theme, 
at once so simple and so wonderful, of the grace of 
Grod, in the dispensation of the Grospel of our Lord 
Jesus Christ. Ha uttered not a word of objection, 
but appeared to drink in, as one- exhausted by thirst 
would do, the water of life. Sometimes I paused, 

for a shade of thought passed over his countenance 
9* 
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and knit liis brow. Bat the shade passed away, th6 
brow resumed its calmness, tears rose to his eyes, and 
the words, the soarcely-murrrlured words, escaped 
again and again from his lips : * Yes,-— it is true.' 

" I did not for a moment hide from him, or wish 
him to hide from himself, the fact, that he was a 
grievous sinner; that his soul hovered, as it wercj 
on the very edge of eternal destruction ; that his 
whole course had be^n one of desperate rebellion 
against God ; that he had been no Common oifendei'^ 
having had more light, and clearer knowledge, than 
his wretched companions had ever enjoyed. But I 
told him that I did ndt dare to keep back from him 
the boundless mercy and infinite goodness of the 
Lord Q-od, against whom he had sinned With so high 
a hand ; that it WaS at once my office and ray privi- 
lege, to set before him the Christ of God, a Saviour 
to the Uttermost, and the efficacy of that atoning 
blood, which cleanseth frdm all sin. 'Hitherto,' I 
continued, * Christ has been to you, as to those of old, 
foolishness ; and foolishness has been to you as wis* 
dom. But rest yourself confidingly on that Scripture, 
which has already shed some gleam of hope over your 
darkened mind : * If any man among you seemeth to 
be wise in this world, let him become a fool, that he 
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may be wise.'. He who has, I trust, thought you 
under the deep conviction that you are a fool, that so 
He might make you wise, does not stop there ; nor 
would He keep you there. His path is that of pro- 
gression ; He would make you wise unto salvation. 
And now, my dear, dear son, there is a way by which 
we may approach Him, a way by which He is gra- 
<5iously pleased to be moved to help and bless us — and 
that way is prayer. It is written : ' If any of you — 
mark that — any of you, lack wisdom, let him ask of 
Crod, that giveth to all men liberally, and upbraideth 
not — mark that, also — upbraideth not. None of his 
sins that he hath committed shall be mentioned unto 
him.^ Not one word of upbraiding shall he hear 
from Him whom he has most grievously offended. 
^ But of that wisdom which he lacketh,' it is added 
— such is the plain and wondrous word of promise, 
jand this promise is yours — * it shall be given him,^ 
Hear the words of the prophet : * Lord, in trouble 
have they visited Thee ; they poured out a prayer 
when Thy chastening was upon them.' He will 
regard the prayer of the desolate, and not despise 
their prayer. Though the combined strength of the 
universe would be powerless to force the arm of the 
Almighty God, yet one faint, feeble breath of prayer, 
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one cry from the heart of a dying and adoring wretoh, 
can move and turn that gracious hand to pour out 
blessings from above upon your very soul — ^pardon, 
and peace, and joy, through him who is the only 
channel of all his grace, and all His love. Let us 
take Him at His word, and seek Him now ; for surely 
He is speaking to you also when he says : ' Wisdom 
crieth without, How long, ye simple ones, will ye 
love simplicity, and the scorners delight in scorning, 
and fools hate knowledge ? Turn you at my reproof: 
behold, I will pour out my Spirit unto you, I will 
make known my words unto you,^ Let us pray for 
wisdom, for He giveth wisdcHn to the simple ; that 
wisdom which is from above, which is first pure, then 
peaceable. We did pray ; I kneeling by his side, his 
hand clasped in mine: he lying with his eyes up- 
raised, his lips moving, and tears literally streaming 
over his whole face, for the fountains of his tears were 
opened, and he was as one led with weeping and with 
supplications to his Saviour's feet. Like her of old, 
he washed them with his t^ars; while I cried and 
mourned in my prayer, for him and for myself : ' O 
Lord hear ; Lord forgive ; O Lord hearken and do ; 
defer not, for Thine own sake, my God. Lord 
have mercy upon us ; and, for the sake of Him who 
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was made sin for us, though He knew no sin, have 
pity upon us, and answer Thou us. Thou hast smit* 
ten, and Thou hast bruised; pour balm into the 
wounds which Thou hast made, give comfort to the 
heart which Thou hast broken.' My prayer was 
short ; but I did not rise. His hand was still clasped 
in mine ; and there I watched, I continued watching, 
as I knelt beside him. Beautiful was the calm, the 
calm of inward peace, which spread gradually over 
those lately disturbed and convulsed features. He 
ceased to weep, and the heavy eyelids closed over his 
long sleepless eyes. His gentle breathings soon assured 
me that he had sunk into a quiet slumber. Once or 
twice he opened his eyes during that long sleep, but 
only once he seemed to notice me, or to be conscious 
of my presence — it was with a smile, — the first of 
real peace which I had seen upon his face ; I cannot 
describe to you the sweetness of that smile ; it was 
his only answer, the answer of his spirit to the words 
which I had whispered when he woke : ' Believe on 
the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved.' The 
eyelids closed again. He awoke no more. He had 
fallen asleep in Jesus. 

" Such is my story," said the aged clergyman ; 
'* such was the end of him, who had been as a son 
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to me. His was truly the prodigal's departure, and 
the prodigal's return. It Was a short Career. He was 
but seven-and -twenty when he died. Blessed be God ! 
blessed for ever be His holy name! the lessons of 
His Word, the seed which I had sown in his boyhood, 
though it had lain long buried and smothered in his 
heart, had been quickened by Him into life in His 
own good time. His end was peace, the peace of 
God. The world cannot give, but God can give that 
peace." 

Lord Morven did not speak. He was deep in 
thought; but the usual expression of scorn and 
disquiet had left his countenance. At length he 
said — ^they were but a few words, but they told 
much: 

'^ There was no one to sow that good seed in my 
heart when I was young. All this, however," he 
added, ^' is new to me, I cannot understand it. Am I 
also a fool ? " 

" One thing at least you will understand," said 
the old man, " the deep interest which I take in you." 

*^ I do, I do, indeed," he replied. Then hastily 
rising, he grasped his companion's hand as he left 
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the room. " Forgive me," he said ; " forgive all that 
is past." 

There was a tone of feeling, such as Mr. Ashton 
had not heard before, in those parting v^ords. 
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CHAPTER X. 



' Fonake the foolish, and live.** — ^PaoY. ix 6. 



'^ I HAVE a thousand pardons to ask my dear Lucy," 
said the duchess to Mrs. Temple, as she entered, 
" when I asked you to spend an hour with me in my 
dressing-room before dinner, I had not an idea that 
my husband would detain me, as he has done. But 
tell me, what have you been about ! How could you 
employ yourself? " 

^' There was enough to entertain, and interest me 
here," said her friend, as she glanced round the room. 
" The simplicity and elegance of everything, to say «i 

nothing of the comfort of all your arrangements, 
would make me often steal away, if I were you, from 
all the splendor of the rest of the house, to enjoy the 
quiet of such a retreat. But there were many 
things to interest me ; — ^these lovely portraits of your 
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children, in Sir Joshaa's best style, and this miniature, 
of your mother, which I have so often admired in our 
younger days, and which brought back to my remem- 
brance many an hour that we passed together when 
it lay upon your table in the old palace. But what 
has chiefly interested me are the volumes in your 
little book-case. It does indeed rejoice my heart to 
see that you have chosen such companions for your 
hours of retirement. These are not the books, I fear, 
that a woman of rank and fashion in the present day 
is accustomed to make part of the furniture of her 
dressing-room. I did not expect, I must say, to find 
Leighton and Baxter, and Rutherford, and Beveridge, 
on your book-shelf." 

'^ Oh you must not give me credit for them," re- 
plied the duchess : '^ and yet, you only do justice to 
my taste in supposing that I love to read them, and 
that I prize them exceedingly, now I know something 
of them. They were all brought hither, or rather, 
given me, one by one, by that dear child of mine, 
that really consistent Christian, Rosamond, or by that 
worthy soul Mrs. Singleton, her former governess. I 
am sorry, but not half as sorry as she will be, that 
she was not here to meet you ; she resides with us, 
as I think I told you, for we felt it would half break 
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Eosamond's heart to part with her ; but she is now 
with her brother, a good old clergyman in Suffolk. 
When she oomes back you must meet her here, for 
she is worth knowing, and she would lose the chief 
pleasure I promised her at Steeplyn, if she did not 
make your acquaintance. You will smile when I tell 
you how I first came to possess any of these precious 
books. One day when I was ill, and very sad at 
heart, feeling truly sorry and ashamed as I thought 
of the life of folly and ungodliness I had been leading, 
—dear good Mrs. Singleton found me reading, or I 
should say trying to read, a dull dry volume, which 
our dull old clergyman Dr. Browne had recommended 
to me, as strongly as he could recommend anything. 
Really, Lucy, it was one of the most tiresome books I 
ever met with ; just like many others of the same 
class : I can make nothing of them, except that they 
are well suited to those who wish to read without the 
exertion of thinking or feeling, and are willing, by 
way of penance, to apply themselves to the dull task 
of toiling along passages, which like those spoken of 
b) the poet Gray, are truly * Long passages which 
lead to nothing,^ The only conclusion I came to, 
was, that to be religious after such a mode, was to be 
the dullest creature in existence. The dear soul saw 
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that I was engaged with a book, and she said nothing, 
but sat down and took out her shuttle from her work- 
bag, and began knotting. We were both very quiet 
and silent for some length of time, she with her 
knotting, and I with my book, trying most patiently 
to find, in its dry dull sentences, something that would 
serve to instruct me in my ignorance, and console me 
in my wretchedness ; but it would not do ; at last I 
threw myself back in my arm-chair, with an excla- 
mation of hopeless impatience^ the suddenness and 
abruptness of which made my companion start. 
' What is the matter, madam ? ' she cried. * Why 
simply this,' I replied, * that I am thirsting for water, 
and that I hoped and thought I had found some, and 
had raised it to my lips, and I find my mouth filled 
with dust, the dryest possible dust ! ' She stared at 
me with astonishment, as well she might. * That is 
the vessel,' said I, pointing to the book; 'taste its 
contents, my good friend, and judge for yourself: was 
ever dust more dry, and mare unpalatable ? ' I closed 
my eyes, for my temples ached with trying to make 
out the meaning of sentences which demanded a stag- 
nation of mind in the reader, that he might meet the 
stagnation of thought in the writer, to make anything 
of their unmeaning ambiguity ; when a voice, soft and 
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sweet as music, stole into my ear. My friend's artion* 
lation in reading is quite beautiful! — The soothing 
effect of the words and the voice together, was just 
then inexpressibly delightful — *When the poor and 
needy seek water, and there is none, and their tongue 
faileth for thirst, I, the Lord, will hear them ; I, the 
God of Israel, will not forsake them. I will open 
rivers in high places, and fountains in the midst of the 
wastes. I will make the wilderness a pool of Water, 
and the dry land springs of water. I will pour water 
upon him that is thirsty, and floods upon the dry 
ground.' There was a pause, and then these words 
followed : ' Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to 
the waters, and he that hath no money, come ye, buy 
and eat,— buy wine and milk without money and 
without price.' Again a pause, and then I heard: 
* Jesus stood and cried, saying, If any man thirst, let 
him come unto me and drink.' Another pause, and 
then came these words : * And he showed me a pure 
river of water of life, clear as chrystal, proceeding out 
of the throne of God and of the Lamb. And the 
Spirit and the Bride say, Come. And let him that 
heareth say. Come. And let him that is athirst say. 
Come. And whosoever will, let him take of the water 
of life freely.' I sat like one entranced ; never before 
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or since have I felt as I did then. I did not speak or 
move ; but my poor wearied heart seemed to dilate 
with new life, as those words of soft yet thrilling 
sweetness penetrated, like a sunbeam through a mass 
of ice, and gently, but almost instantaneously, the ice 
melted away. As the tears flowed forth from my 
still closed eyes, and streamed over my face, — tears 
which flowed of their own sweet will, for I had not a 
thought to heed, or check, or wipe them, — ^that voice 
was heard again, in tones still more soft and sooth* 
ing — ' Jesus answered and said unto her. Whosoever 
drinketh of this water shall thirst again, but whosoever 
drlnketh of the water that I shall give him, shall never 
thirst ; but the water that I shall give him, shall be 
in him a well of water springing up into everlasting 
life.' Yes, Lucy, I can never, I fear, feel again as I 
felt then ; for I have since found that this weak, sin- 
ful heart of mine has grown as dull and hard as ever ; 
but, surely, never did the most gifted preacher speak 
with such persuasive power, with eloquence at once so 
simple and so resistless, as the voice of that reader. I 
have heard preachers and orators, Lucy, men that 
astonished and delighted me by their extraordinary 
eloquence ; but I never felt the power of truth and 
love, convincing, winning, melting the very heart by 
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their combined and gentle influenoe} till then; and 
yet I heard only the voice of that plain little old 
woman reading a few verses of the Holy Scriptores. 
She had quietly taken her little Bible-^she is never 
without it-^from her work-bag, and chosen those por- 
tions which seemed to her best suited to my state ; 
and in her reading there was no attempt at oratory, 
no marked emphasis, only a grave quietness, and the 
earnestness of one deeply and reverently impressed by 
the sublimity and sacredness of revealed truth ; and 
that perfect articulation*' — 

" It was the Word of the eternal God," said Mrs. 
Temple, "the only word with power; and she .who 
read it, had herself experienced its wondrous influ- 
ence, and knew that it needed no addition, no setting- 
off from man's oratory. She felt that any such 
ornaments might have weakened its power." 

" And so she said," continued the duchess, " when 
I afterwards expressed my astonishment at the effect 
it had produced upon me. We conversed together for 
some time. I spoke to her without reserve ; I had 
never known her, and we had never understood one 
another till then. How earnestly and anxiously, and 
yet with what gentleness, did she urge me to become 
a daily searcher in that book, which I had hitherto 
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treated with such inexcusable neglect ! I do not tell 
you that I have done so, Lucy ; but I may say with 
truth, that though I have never yet lived up io my 
own convictions, and though I am still almost as much 
in the world as I ever was, and still say and do all 
sorts of foolish things ; yet I learnt and felt on that 
day, perhaps for the first time in my long life, that 
there is something in religion of which I had formed 
no conception before." 

'^And is it then the case/' said Mrs. Temple, 
mildly, but seriously, "that you have trifled with your 
own convictions ? " 

" I have, and I have not," she replied ; ** for, to say 
^ the truth, I fear that my convictions have not been 
either strong or lasting. I felt on that day, and for 
some time after, the truth of the Word of God, and 
that Grod can give a peace which the world cannot 
giye ; but, much as I despise that same world, I have 
been so long used to find enjoyment in it, or rather to 
^ expect it to provide enjoyment for me, that I have not 
yet had the courage to rouse myself up and break off 
its shackles. I often think, my dear friend, that we 
worldly people are like an old mill-horse, which has 
been so accustomed to one dull course, that it scarcely 
knows when to stop, but continues from mere custom 
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to take always the 9ame wearisome round. The old 
mill-horse, however, has the advantage in the com- 
parison, for he is of some use ; and it would be hard 
indeed to discover of what use a mere woman, or man 
either, of the world, can possibly be. Sometimes, 
when sitting at my toilet under the hands of my 
woman, while she has been dressing my hair and 
decking me out in my laces and my jewels, I have 
employed myself in inquiring what was the enjoy- 
ment to be found in the amusement of the evening, 
for which I was preparing. I was going to waste my 
time among a heartless throng, whom I neither loved 
nor oared for ; to hear, and join in, the most unmean- 
ing or unprofitable conversation ; to lose my temper, 
or my money, at a card-table ; and to return home, 
long after midnight, to the injury of my servants' 
comfort, and probably of their morals also, and to reap 
nothing but vexation from my vanity and folly. And 
yet, when the carriage was announced, I would rise 
up and hasten off to the said entertainment, from the 
mere love and habit of excitement, forgetful of all my 
wise reflections ; till I was again seated at the same 
toilet with my poor wearied woman half asleep, as she 
busied herself with undoing all her former work upon 
this same empty but aching head, my face as pale as 
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a spectre, and my temper anytbing but what it ought 
to be." 

'^ Your picture is a little exaggerated, I hope," 
said Mrs. Temple. 

^^ Not ia the least, my dear," replied t)Le duchess ; 
^^ a true picture, I can assure you. But now you 
must allow me, at the same time, to say, that yoi) gq 
to the opposite extreme : at least, I suspect you do, 
from a hiat or two that you have dropped. You miist 
excuse my saying so, but I am afraid that you are too 
much disposed to shut yourself, and your very charm- 
ing daughter, out of the society in which you are 
bound by your husband's position to appear. Z am 
not for extremes. As a private clergyman's wife, you 
were right perhaps to live a retired life : your income 
would probably require it, and you weie doubtless in 
your place when feeding your chickens, and stitching 
your husband's bands. Now, I repeat, your position 
in society is altered ; and, without going to the lengths 
of Mrs. Cornwallis, you ought to mix more in society. 
For instance, I can see no reason why you could not 
be with us when we have some of our own friends 
here next week. Horace Walpole and some of the 
old set are coming, who have not forgotten you." 

^^ Some," said Mrs. Temple gravely, '^whom I 
10 



218 EARNESTNESS. 



should have the strongest objeotions to meet: > and 
in whose society, I could not allow Grertrude to 
appear." 

^^ Several of the set are bad enough, I allow," said 
the duchess ; *^ but everybody sees them, and they are 
so agreeable, and such good ton, and the duke is so 
accustomed to have them with him, t)iat somehow or 
other we see a vast deal more of them than I can ap- 
prove. I have made an effort oooe or twice to prevail 
upon him not to ask them ; but he is too idle and too 
good-natured to like to offend them." 

" I do not presume to judge for you,'^ said Mrs. 
Temple, still more gravely ; " but on your own show- 
ing, you must feel, my dear friend, that I ought not, 
holding the opinions I do, to mingle with such persons, 
even in your house. Nay, I will say more, that I 
think the time will come, when both you and the 
duke will lose your taste for their society, and give it '•% 
up from principle, as well as taste." 

" Well, well, we shall see, Lucy. And to tell you- • 
the secret truth, I hope it will be so. I know it ought 
to be so. But here have I been forgetting what I 
intended to say, what indeed I was full of, ers I 
entered the room. I cannot help smiling now, when ,J 
I think of my husband's grave countenance, when ' j 
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lie detained me to speak on the subject :^not that I 
smiled before him; but looked as grave, and spoke 
as reasonably, as you yourself would have done, ray 
excellent friend. That strange, that extraordinary, 
but I must own, that superlatively good man, dear 
old Mr. Ashton, had been with the duke ; and for what 
purpose do you think ? but to say, that he felt it his 
duty to tell his grace, that he ought to have his whole 
household assembled morning and evening, for family 
worship ! I was about to speak, but on second thoughts 
I checked myself; and when my husband paused, 
expecting some remark from me, I paused also, using 
my woman's wit, and resolving to hear more from 
him, before I gave my opinion, and to be guided by 
what he might say further on the subject, as to the 
line that I should take. I must own I expected to 
hear him declare that the proposition was absurd, 
and that it was altogether out of the question that 
we should entertain it ; but what was my astonish- 
men to hear him say, — ' I think the request a very 
proper one, and the vicar was right to make it. In a 
large establishment like ours, the servants ought to be 
assembled for family prayer.' — ' Yes,' I replied gravely, 
^ and the heads of the household as well as the ser- 
vants, if only for example's sake.' 
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<( < Very true, Mary,' he added ; ' but I see two 
difficulties.' ^ Let me wait, and hear also,' I said to 
myself, ' what those two said difficulties of his are.' 

<< < The one is,' said the duke, ' that there is no 
chapel attached to this house ; the other, that I do 
not know who there is to officiate. Neither of my 
two chaplains, Dr. Browne or Mr. Urban, oould take 
the office, for they have their own distant parbhes to 
attend to ; and if they could, I should not like to 
have them always at my elbow, and in the house.' 
^ Nor should I, my dear Henry,' I replied, ^ but what 
is there to prevent your nominating another chaplain, 
if you like to do so, and there would be no occasion to 
have him in the house. There is the lovely oottage 
in the park, where the chaplain of your grandfather 
resided, and you might easily find another residence 
for its present occupiers. And though we have no 
chapel, the inner hall in the west wing, which you 
know has never been finished, would make an excel- 
lent chapel.' — ' I told Mr. Ashton,' he said, ' that we 
could not do better, now the bishop is with us, than to 
consult him on the subject.' To this of course I en- 
tirely agreed. He concluded by saying that we might 
speak to the bishop to-morrow, adding, that perhaps I 
had better do so, as he would leave the nmtter in my 
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hands ; so I said that we would talk it over with your 
husband, after breakfast, to-morrow morning. I have 
another plan," she continued, ^^ to combine with this, 
which I think will be an excellent arrangement ; the 
duke's chaplain shall also act as curate to the good 
vicar ; that he may take a little rest, when he pleases, 
and not wear out his strength and die, just as we are 
come to make part of his.flock." 

'^ How kind and considerate you are ! " replied 
Mrs. Temple. '^ My dear husband will rejoice to give 
you his best advice and assistance ; only, in one part 
of your plan, you will not find him of your mind. He 
is now looking out for a curate for Mr. Ashton, and 
I know he fully intends paying him from his own 
purse." 

'^ He will please to do no such thing, my good 
Lucy. He has many calls, which my husband has 
not, to attend to, and he has not half the income to 
meet them with ; so let me hear no more on the score 
of the payment of the stipend, either from you or from 
him, for I am a wilful woman, and will have my own 
way." 



CHAPTER XI. 



* How amUUe are Thy tabernacles, O Lord of Hosist' 

Pbalm IxzxiY. 1. 



^^ Does Lady Rosamond come ? " said the bishop. 

Mrs. Temple put th^ note that she was reading 
into her husband's handa 

'^Rosamond is delighted to accept your invitation, 
my dear Lucy ; but you must bear with me, as I alfn 
an old woman and old friend, and allow me to put in 
a proviso, and give a kind of-*— yes, if you please, and 
no, if you please, reply. I fully expect my eldest girl 
and her husband ; but to-morrow's post will, I have 
no doubt, settle the thing. If they do come, I can 
spare Rosamond ; if they don't come, you must spare 
her to me, for I must have one of my daughters with 
me. Forgive my saying what you know, or ought to 
know, that I wish dear Rosamond to lose no oppor- 
tunity of being with you and your sweet Gertrude ; 
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and you do not know what I now tell you, that your 
invitation was the more welcome, because I wish to 
save Rosamond from the unpleasantness of meeting a 
man who would willingly claim her hand, but to 
whom she will never give either her hand or her 
heart. He is what the world calls an unexception- 
able match; but I think him, notwithstanding the cir- 
oumst^Boe of his rank and money, a good-for-nothing 
fellow, and I heartily approve her steady and deter- 
mined refusal of his proposals. What in the world 
could indiiQe my dear husband to invite him again 
for, I cannot maka out ; but I suspect that the man, 
with his usual forwardness, has invited himself. 
However that may be, I hear he is coming, and I am 
sorry for it. The duke tries to persuade me that he is 
not so bad as we think him, and that, under Rosa- 
mond's guidance, he would turn out an excellent man 
and a good husband. We seldom differ; but I tell 
him, that where there is no principle, there is little 
hope. We cannot agree, and therefore we now sel- 
dom touch on the subject. All this is only for your 
own ear and your husband's ; but I am sure you are 
friends to be trusted as entirely as you are loved. 
Adieu ! my dear Lucy." 

Ojx the foUowiuj^ day Lady Rosamond arrived, to 
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pass the week at the palaee. The bishop fonnd her^ 
on his return from his ride, seated at her work with 
Mrs. Temple and Gertrude ; and she rose up with 
smiles to thank him for inyiting her, and to tell him 
how happy she Mt in beii^ allowed to joui their d»> 
mestio circle. 

" We were talking of DeMbrd,^ said Mrs. Temple ; 
^< for Lady Rosamond has been passii^ an hour with 
our dear old friends, on her way from Steeplyn." 

" I must make one of your party for a little while," 
said the bishc^ ; "^^for I see you will have it so, dear 
child," addressing himself to Gertrude, and taking the^ 
chair which she had placed next her own. "You 
must enjoy your Sundays at Delfcffd church, Lady 
Rosamond," he added ; " I must say that I should 
like to see the good vicar in the midst of the congrega- 
tion which he has taught so faithfully and so lovingly, 
both by bis precepts and his example, for so many 
years." 

" I do not think I ever spent so happy a day as last 
Sunday," she replied; "for my dear brother, who 
never goes to church, offered of his own accord, to ac- 
company us ; indeed, he piit on his hat, and drew my 
arm within his, when he saw nle setting off before the 
rest of the party to walk across the park to church. 
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ftud said I must take him ^ith me. It was a lovely 

mormng, and I never enjoyed a morning walk so 

much. Morven was so gentie, so affectionate— no one 

can converse more agrQ^ably, when he pleases, than he 

can ; bvt much as we differ in our tastes and onr purw 

j»aits, he is always kind and considerate to me, — that 

morning he was unusually so. He was charmed with 

onr walk, with the elear and bracing freshneat of the 

air, and the lovely features of the laiklscape. Our 

path wound through glade after glade among the 

hills; sometimes among groups of magnificent oaks or 

old fir trees, opposing their huge and fantastic branch^ 

es, and their dark and heavy foliage, to the deep blue 

sky ; sometimes through a deep dell, where the banks 

on either side were spread over with one carpet of fem 

and wild flowers^ or a defile of dark and frowning 

rocks, where we started the deer from the hawthorn 

thickets as we passed along. All this was new to 

Morven, who told me, smiling, that he had dared to 

despise the country^ and to prefer a town life ; but 

that he had already begun to change his mind. How 

sweetly the church bells sounded! and I could not 

help remarking to him the Sabbath stillness which 

always prevails, or seems to me to do so, on the monb- 

ing of tiie Lord's day. I was touched by the reniaivk 
10^ 
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he made: ^'Is it not rather,' he said, 'the happy 
peaoefulness of your own mind,' which seems to 
spread itself over every object around you? And yet,' 
he added, ' I think that I aUnost perceive, for the first 
time in my life, something of the cakn of which you 
speak in outward nature.' We came in sight of the 
grey church tower as he spoke, and stood for some 
minutes gazing upon the scene beneath us, before we 
descended into the valley. Whichever way we look* 
ed, we saw portions of ihe rustic congregation, some 
singly, some in family parties, wending their way to 
that one common centre. Over the sloping field- 
paths, along the winding lanes, and up the broad 
avenue of the village, all were seeking the same 
place. * The sheep love their shepherd,' said Morven; 

* for they are all on their way to meet him.' * Or 
rather, as he would tell us,' I said, ^ they have a high- 
er calling ; for they are not assembled to meet him, 
but to meet the great Shepherd and Bishq) of their 
souls, and to claim the fulfillment of his promise: 

* That wherever two or three a/e met together in His 
name, there He is in the midst of them.' * You speak 
of what I know little,' he said, * and I fear have cared 
as little ; but,' he sighed, and his voice was low luid 
mournful, ' we are going, I hope, for the same pur- 
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pose.' I said, ^ I wish, dear Morveii, that you did 
know these things ; for then, I think, you would feel 
as I do the happiness of seeking to act according to 
them.' I felt the gentle pressure of my arm to his 
side, and I think I heard, — it was but a murmured 
whisper from his lips, — * Bless you, bless you.' I 
speak without reserve to you about this dear brother," 
continued Lady Rosamond, blushing deeply, but over- 
coming at the same time her usual natural and timid 
reserve by a simple frankness: ^' I did not think to 
speak so soon about him ; but why should I not do 
so, since the subject has almost introduced itself — in- 
deed, my heart is full of it. I accepted your most 
kind invitation, not only because I wished to escape 
the party of careless and ungodly persons whom my 
dear father, — more, I do hope, from habit than from 
inclination, — ^has invited : some of them, indeed invin 
ted themselves ; but I was doubly glad to come, from 
a circumstance which occurred this morning, and I 
determined to speak to your lordship and Mrs. Temple 
about ray brother. He left Steeplyn immediately af- 
ter the arrival of the post, to attend the death-bed of 
one of his intimate friends. He came to me before he 
departed, and put some letters into my hands, begging 
me to read them and keep them for him till Im xptoiUf 
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which will not be till the party at Steeplyn are gone* 
It seems that the friend I allude to, was wounded in 
a disgraceful duel about a week ago ; the news reach- 
ed Morven while yoti were with us. No danger wa» 
apprehended, and he did not mention the eircninstance 
to any one, and thought Uttle about it till last Satur- 
day, when the post brought him a less favorable report. 
Some symptoms had appeared which the doctors did 
not like, but they saw no cause for alarm, and ordered 
perfect quiet for their patient. The letter of this morn- 
ing, however, gives no hope of his recovwy. He had 
dictated a few line9, a very solemn and aifectionatie 
remonstrance to my brother, in whicii he entreats him, 
as his dying request, to read the Life, which Bishop 
Burnet published, of Lord Rochester. Poor Morven 
was deeply affected when he left us.'^ 

"I trust,'' said the bishop, " that his visit to his 
dying friend may be blessed of Grod to him." 

" He was one,'' continued Lady Rosamond, " whose 
influence over my brother I have often deplored ; a 
man of extraordinary talent, but a libertine and an 
infidel ; and yet so pleasing and so accomplished, that 
he was enabled to impart a kind of grace to his 
unprincipled opinions and pactices. Poor Morven 
thought there was no one likci him." 
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" He will have much to witness I doubt not," said 
the bishop, " which will prove to him the true charac- 
ter of his friend's former sentiments : I say former, 
because the recommendation of that valuable book, 
declares plainly enough, that his eyes are opened to 
his sin and danger." 

" I knew nothing of the duel," said Lady Rosa- 
mond, "or of his friend's danger, till this morning; 
but I can now account for the softened state of my 
brother on the Sunday morning; and during the 
sermon he was more than softened, he was scarcely 
able indeed to Conceal his emotion. Mr. Ashton 
was preaching on the death of a young man, who had 
left Delford when a youth, having robbed his parents 
and run away. He had not been heard of for several 
years, but ifetumed some weieks ago a repentant pro- 
digal, his health gone, and his spirits broken, to find 
his parents dead and no home for him but the parish 
poorhouse* His remarks upon the course and upon 
the end of the poor young man were very simple, and 
deeply affecting. He had been led to seek for pardon 
from Him against whom he had chiefly offended ; and 
there could be no doubt, from the account he gave, 
but that his earnest prayers had been heard, and that 
grace had been given him to find f^ardon and repen- 
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tance before his departure. My brother to]d me, as 
we retarned home, how much he had been struck by 
the clear and powerful manner in which the good old 
clergyman had explained the essential character of the 
Gospel scheme, and added, ^that he had formed no' 
conception of what it really was till that day. His 
ideas of the Christian faith,' he said, ^ had been drawn 
from the writings of its opposers ; but he had found 
himself strangely attracted by the sensible and affec- 
tionate manner in which the preacher had set forth 
the distinguishing features of the Gospel His text 
was : ' This my son was dead,, and is alive again, was 
lost, and is found.' He spoke of the whole of that 
chapter as illustrating the way in which our heavenly 
Father deals with lost sinners, in bringing them back 
from the error of their course ; the wisdom and the 
tenderness alike manifested in his welcome to the poor 
penitent, as being such as no earthly father, however 
affectionate and forgiving, ever attained to. ' There 
was not,' he observed, *one reproach, or one accusa- 
tion in the whole of that chapter : and the text itself 
most forcibly expressed this. Yet there was no excuse 
for the sin. This my son was not sick, not nigh unto 
death, not dying; but dead. The case was hopeless : 
not erring, not almost lost ; but lost. But, at the 
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same time, there was not a reproach to the sinner ; 
his father saw him afar off; he was ever watohing 
for his return ; and a father's eye recognized his child 
in the squalid wretchedness and the tattered gar- 
ments in which be came back. He did not hesitate, 
or stop for his approach, but ran to meet him ; and the 
wasted and miserable wreteh was fondly folded in his 
father's embra<^. The best robe was brought forth to 
clothe his shivering frame, the fatted calf was killed 
to provide the feast for his famished child, and all the 
household were called to rejoice and make merry over 
a son's return.' His application of the lovely narra- 
tive was short, but very striking, full of encourage- 
ment and comfort, especially the announcement with 
which it concluded : ' Brethren, the father of the 
repentant prodigal still lives.' The sermon was the 
more affecting, from the circumstance, that according 
to an old custom at Delford, the cof&n had been 
brought into the church at the commencement of the 
service, and that it was placed in the middle aisle 
immediately under the pulpit, and the aged grand- 
father of the dead sat at the head of the coffin, the 
sole survivor, the only relation left to mourn over it. 
Many tears were shed however, and the voice of the 
aged preacher trembled more than onoe." 
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'' He seems indeed," said the Bishop, ^' from all 
that I hear of him, to be the father as well as tiie 
shepherd of his people, 

'To woteh, and weep, and pray, and feel lor aH' 

One of his churchwardens was with^me, a short time 
since, on parish business, and the account he gave me 
of the management of the parish, and the way in 
which the servicer of the church are perfcnrmed by his 
pastor, was truly edifying. I was stmek by the 
unaflfected piety of the good churchwarden, and I 
found <m conversing with him about himself, that he 
had been brought to the knowledge of divine truth, 
and to a consequent change of heart and life, and to 
the happiness which he told me he enjoyed, by the 
admirable instructions and the consistent examrple of 
his good pastor*" 

*<He spoke of the way in which the service of the 
church at Delford is conducted," said Lady Rosa* 
mond, << and well he might, for I assure your lordship 
it is a beautiful sight. I may say tiiat the words of 
the Apostle, ^ let all things be done decently and in 
order,' are realised in that church, to the credit not 
cMily of the vicar, but of the whole congregation. I 
have seen nothing like it elsewhere ; the noble sim- 
plicity of the venerable building, neither disfiguired by 
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ornaments nor by negleot, seems well suited to the 
humble and honest-hearted worshippers who assemble 
there. Every pew is filled, and filled at the com- 
mencement of the service) and the quiet and reverent 
manner of the congregation is not less remarkable 
than the blended sound of their voices in the responses. 
You perceive that they know and love to perform their 
part in the service ; all sing, aad some sing well, so 
the defects of those who do not sing well are not dis- 
tinguished, and the fine old psalm-tunes are heard to 
great advantage; for what is wanting in musical 
science, is more than made up for by the earnestness 
of spirit which seems to pervade the congregation. 
Their singing is worship, and worship in whidi all are 
engaged." 

" When all sing," said the bishop, " or try to sing 
to the praise and glory of the Lord their G-od, there 
can be neither opportunity nor inclination to notice 
the wismt of voice or eat in some of the worshippers : 
nay, we might say, according to the strict rules of 
musical science, a few discords are necessary to 
harmony. The good churchwarden spoke in high 
terms of Mr. Ashtpn's sermons, and of his manner of 
preaching." 

'' He spoke truly," replied Lady Rosamond mo- 
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distly. <* O&e is flometimes at a loss whioh to admire 
most; the depth of his thoughts, or the olearness with 
which they are expressed. He delights to speak of 
the things whioh the angels desire to look into ; for 
Jesus Christ and him cruoified is the one grand theme, 
the sum and substance of all ; and whatever may be 
the subject, it is set forth with such a happy simpli- 
city of style that a child may understand him." 

" Usually a proof," remarked the bishop, " of su- 
periority of intellect, — and certainly of education, 
and admirable taste. It too often happens, that the 
finer the words, the less refined the speaker ; just as 
very strong and exaggerated terms frequently betray 
a poverty of thought." 

It was, indeed, in his own parish church, and in 
the midst of his congregation, that the good old vicar 
appeared to be more especially in his sphere. His 
pulpit was '' his joy and his throne ; " and it was evi- 
dent to all who saw and heard him, not only that his 
whole heart was in his work, but that Grod's holy 
presence was specially realized by him there, and that 
the words whioh God had spoken, he spoke. The 
revereiioe and solemnity of his manner were in them- 
selves a sermon, and with the deep earnestness of his 
spirit there was mingled a mild and almost angelic 
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tenderness, which, in one so aged, gave all the weight 
of wisdom and experience to his lightest words. 

Is this a wayworn pilgrim, it might have been 
said, wearied by his long and toilsome progress through 
the wilderness, and faint and feeble from age and 
exhaustion ? Is it not rather one in whom the energy 
of spirit-life, the strength which is made perfect in 
weakness, have so triumphed over the infirmities of this 
body of death, that he already drinks in the freshening 
air of the better country, and his eye is brightened 
with the sight of its glorious realities. What a 
majesty there is in that meek and benevolent brow ! 
Yeis, we Qan understand, when we gaze upon it, the 
truthful description given by those inspired words, 
where it is written : " The hoary head is a crown of 
glory, if it be found in the way of righteousness." ' 

* See Proverbs xvi. 81. 



CHAPTER XII. 



* As oold waters to a thiraty soul, m> is good newi from a&r oountiy.'' — 

r. 26 



Diary. 

" Fifty and five of the years of my pilgrimage on T 

earth have passed away; and I commence to-day | 

another year. For more than five of these years I 
have filled— W'onld that I coald say, fulfilled — the 
office of a bishop. The heaviness of my responsibility 
seems to increase with every passing day. I thought 
that I felt this deeply at the time when I undertook 
the office ; but I look back and wonder at, what ap- 
pears to me now, a comparative indifference ; and yet, 
I repeat, it seemed to me that I did not then use light- 
ness* Let me stay myself, however, upon that great 
assurance : ^ As thy day is, so shall thy strength be.' 
He who has called me to the office, can and will sup- 
ply all my need. May I ever be mindful of this 
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aasuranoe. A season like the present, however, on 
which that day oomes round again which witnessed 
our mortal birth, calls for serious reflection, ^specially 
from one who has advanced so far on the journey of 
life. Humanly speaking, I have no right to calculate 
on more than fifteen years longer in this present 
world ; and, perhaps, a much shorter span may be 
mine. How unimportant do the most important con- 
cerns of this passing world appear, when contrasted 
with the one thing, — with Eternity^ and the account 
to be rendered on the great day ! Indeed, their aoly. 
importance arises from the reference which they bear 
to our eternal state, and to tiie great G-od, and our 
Saviour Jesus Christ. I tremble when I think of the 
office in which I am placed, and the tremendous 
responsibilities of such a stewarddiip ; and feeling, as 
I do, my own miserable deficiencies, I am led to ask 
myself again, — ^Was I justified in leaving my little 
flock at Springhurst, to enter ufoa so extended a 
sphere ? 0, Lord, keep me humble and watchful, and 
permit me to keep up at all times, — and eiqiecially at 
set and certain seasons of the day,— communion in 
secret with Thee. Grant that I may never suffer a 
day to pass, without its special hoar of retirement ; I 
say it with reverence, — fane ocNilevenoe with Thee. I 
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do not here allade to the communion of morning and 
evenii^ prayer, in private ; but to another portion of 
the day, set apart for seif-recolieotion, for meditation 
on Thy word, and for earnest supplication for fresh 
supplies of Thy Holy Spirit. If I have been enabled, 
in any way, to keep up a successful war&re in this 
corrupt and opposing world, and to fulfil, however im- 
perfectly, the requirements of my calling, — surely I 
may attribute much of that success to these daily 
seasons of retirement for secret communion with Thee ; 
and this season of retirement I must have. I some- 
times persuade myself that, with such pressing calls 
upon my time, from official duties and engagements, 
I cannot possibly find even a short space of time for 
this retirement and communion; but reflection and 
experience both convince me that the secret of my 
strength lies here. With regard to work, as well as 
to study, that maxim is true, — * bene orasse^ est bene 
studuisse.^ Communion with Thee enables me to 
come forth with a freshened spirit, and renewed and 
reinvigorated powers, for the arduous duties of my 
calling." 

The pen of the v^iter was suddenly suspended. 
He rose from his chair as he listened to the tidings 
which his servant brought him. The few next pages 
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wilJ explain what those tidings were, and account for 

the joyful haste with which the bishop of Z laid 

down his pen, and left his study, to welcome the 
beloved individual who had been, for nearly an hour 
already in the house, waiting for the moment when 
his arriving would be announced. 



The windows were open, and the atmosphere of 
the spacious room was freshened with the pure and 
balmy air of the sweet summer morning. The deep 
tones of the cathedral clock were striking six, as the 
door of the room was thrown open, and one who had 
been long absent entered. He turned to the servant, 
and bade him close the door ; and then extending his 
hand towards him, he said : " You may greet me 
now, Thomas, and I am heartily glad to see you 
again, and to receive your affectionate welcome ; but 
my arrival is unexpected, and I do not wish to disturb 
the household at this early hour. I will beg you, 
therefore, to leave me here for a short time, while I 
write a note to your master." 

'' His lordship is abready in his study," replied the 
servant ; '' but I will say nothing of your coming, 
Mr. Ferdinand, till I have taken in your note, for I 
am sure the news would cause a pretfy commotion 
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through the house. I do not go to the bishop's stndy 
till his bell rings, which is generally about a quarter 
to seven." 

^'Well, then, come for the note about that time; 
for I would, on no aoeount, intrude upon this morning 
retirement." 

He sat down to write the note ; but his eyes wan- 
dered from the paper. All was strange to him. The 
portraits of the many prelates who had successively 
presided over the see of Z ■ ■, from the old quaint 
limnings of the sixteenth century to the formal pic« 
tures of the reigns of the house of Hanover ; the grove 
of stately trees without, in their full foliage, with the 
towers of the oathedral rising above them, seen through 
the open windows. His thoughts passed from the 
surrounding objects, which reminded him of the 
changed position of those he was about to meet, and 
dwelt, in tender recollection, upon each one of that 
beloved circle. He had left them in the quiet and se* 
questered parsonage of Springhurst ; and now, after an 
absence of ten years, he had returned, to find his uncle 
filling the important office of a bishop over the exten- 
»ve dioeese of Z*- — . <^ Doubtless, He who has ^lled 
him to this arduous and responsible station, has gra- 
ciously given him a double portion of His Spirit to enable 



EARNESTNESS. 241 

him to fulfil its duties. And my dearest mother, — 
does she still preserve that energy of spiritual life 
which distinguished her among other women ? " His 
thoughts were thus flowing on, when they were sud- 
denly interrupted, and his attention was drawn to the 
sweetest sounds he had ever heard. The well known 
hymn which he had been accustomed to sing, — ^the 
exquisite air of Haydn, which the pastor Haller had 
taught him, — ^rose upon the stillness of that morning 
hour. Who and where the singer was, he knew not ; 
but the note which he had intended to write, was for- 
gotten. 

• The hymn had scarcely ceased, when a calm deep 
voice was heard behind him, and, almost at the same 
instant, the gentle pressure of a hand upon his head 
accompanied the words : '^ The blessing of the Lord 
God be upon you, my beloved son. In deep, glad 
thankfulness we welcome your return." In another 
moment, Ferdinand was locked in his undoes arms. 

" She knows liiat you are here," replied the bishop, 
in answer to t]|^ earnest and inquiring look of Ferdi- 
nand. ^' YotPare looking for her; you are seeking her, 
I can tell by your countenance ; and we will not wait^ 
we will go to her at once." 

But the words had scarcely passed his lips, whexi> 
11 
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'^ 



with a cry of joy, Mrs. Temple entered. The meeting 
between her and Ferdinand was that of a mother and 
a long-absent son ; for his own mother ooald not have 
loved him more, or rejoiced more over his return. 
^^ Row wrong it was to anticipate evil ! '' she said. 
" In my seasons of despondency, how often have I 
wept to think that we shoald never meet again on 
earth ! Such happiness as this is more than I deserve ; 
80, indeed, is every blessing which I enjoy ! But thus 
it is, my Ferdinand, with our gracious Father. He 
shames us into thankfulness, not witii the severity of 
chastisement, but with overwhelming mercies. But 
where is Gertrude ? " she suddenly exclaimed. ^' Haa 
no one told her of your arrival ? Will you take us to 
her, dearest ? '' she said, turning to her husband. But 
as she spoke, the bell of the chapel summoned them to 
morning prayers. " Let us go," she said, passing her 
arm within that of her son ; ^' we shall find her in the 
chapel." 

'^ The best meeting-place for us ail, on this bright 
and happy morning," said the bishop^ " Surely our 
first thoughts and thanks should be ofiSred to Him 
whom we shall all meet and worship together, and to 
whose good {m^vidence and tender love we oWe this 
unexpected reunion." 
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In the chapel, and in her usual place there, Ger- 
trude was seated, her eyes fixed upon the open page of 
the large Bible on the desk before her. As they en- 
tered, and took their seats beside her, she turned her 
head, greeting their appearance, at that their first 
morning meeting, with a smile full of affection, and 
as instantly witiidrawing her eyes ; but, ere she did 
80, a look of astonishment, and yet of perplexity, 
passed over her face. At that moment the service 
commenced, and her attention was given wholly to 
the words of Holy Scripture, which her faither was 
reading. It was not till the sacred service was con- 
eluded, that she was aware that the stranger whose 
presence had so perplexed her, was the brother and 
friend of her childhood come back after his long 
absence. 

During the whole of that morning, Ferdinand 
wondered within himself at the change which that 
absence had produced in his sweet and adopted sister ; 
for as such he entirely regarded her. He wondered, 
as his eyes wei% fixed upon her countenance, or fol- 
lowed the motions of her tall and graceful figure ; he 
wondered, as he listened to her voice, at the calm and 
woman^ self-possession, the quiet and modest ease, 
which gave a character as new as unexpected to her 
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looks and manner; and yet she seemed almost as 
youthful as when he left her a girl of fifteen. Though 
she often smiled, a gentle seriousness seemed the 
usual expression of her countenance in repose ; and 
though he would scarcely have observed her silence, 
she spoke seldom. 

This, however, was rather the impression he re* 
oeived of Gertrude,— now no longer a girl, but in her 
youthful womanhood, — some days after Ferdinand's 
return to England. One thing, from the first hour of 
their meeting, was remarkable about her : the atteu- 
j;ion that she paid to her father and mother; the 
lovely but quietly unobtrusive spirit with which she 
seemed, almost instinctively, to understand and to 
anticipate their slightest wishes. She was, indeed, 
the sanie thoughtful, duteous child that she had ever 
been, even from her early childhood. 



'^I am at home again, after my long and weary 
voyage," wrote Ferdinand to his friend in India ; " and 
I find that I am fast Recovering from that oppressive 
languor which, to me, was the most distressing feature 
of my dangerous, illness. You would scarcely believe, 
were you to see me now, that I am the ^jlpOiO poor 
feeble being from whom you parted, when uiey car- 
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ried me to the ship, and when you left me, more dead 
than alive, lying upon the sofa of my cabin. I could 
not speak to you when you bent over me : I was 
quite unable to return even the kind pressure of yonr 
hand ; but let me tell you now, that I heard and 
responded to every word of that short but earnest 
prayer which you poured forth from your warm, lov- 
ing heart, when you knelt down beside me and com- 
mended your dying friend to Him in whose hand our 
breath is. I longed for prayer with you at that, 
which, in a double sense, seemed then to me our part- 
ing hour; but I had no voice to say so. I saw, 
however, your smile and glance of intelligence, as you 
looked down on my clasped hands. I saw that you 
understood me, that you knew I was also praying ; 
and your prayer,— our prayers, — ^were heard, and 
most graciously answered. I believe I fainted before 
you left me, at least I know that I was unconscious at 
the time of your departure, and I lay for many hours 
in a kind of quiet stupor-^it was not sleep— those 
around me thought that it was death, or the sleep 
which often precedes death. 

" The morning of the following day was dawning 
when ]k awoke to consciousness; the port-hole at the 
foot of my bed was open, and I felt the fresh nu>rning 
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bieeze Uowing over my fiftoe and kandfi. How good 
tiie Lord our Grod has been to me! Thanks and 
praises be to His blessed name ! In a few days I was 
enabled to leave my cabin, and to peas the greater part 
c£ the day upon the deck, drinking in health and 
strength from the cool and freshening breezes, for the 
weather was delightful. 

^^ I cannot describe to yoa the joy which I feel in 
beh(dding the evident growth of those aroond me ia 
apiritual life. It is sad to meet tiiose we love, after 
years of separation, and to find iiMm just as they vrere 
when we left them. We know that in the Ghristiaii 
coarse this cannot be literally the case with aay of na. 
We do not stand still, and remain what we vrere ; we 
advance or we retrograde. But there ean be no doubt 
as to the state of the beloved ones with whom I now 
am. No one acquainted with the nature of spiritoal 
life could say they are %ahat they were, or where they 
were some five years ago. There has been ao falling 
back so far as I ean perceive. On the contrary, there 
has been a lovely and a lively growth in all spiritual 
graces — a simplifying of their faith and principles — a 
deepening of their convictions — a clearer and fuller 
exhibition of the divine life in their souls-Hi richer 
and riper mellowing of their graces. As the sunidiine 
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derelopes the sprkigiikg plant of the greeu oorn, and 
brings out the golden coloring of the ear of wheat 
which has risen from the tender blade, so it is with 
my parents and my sister as to their spiritual advance- 
ment. With what joy and thankfulness do I con- 
template the progress which G-od has enabled them to 
make, and the encouragement which their example 
has afforded to myself. Accustomed as I was," he 
continued, ^^ to see them, in the peaceful retirement 
of Springhurst, adorn the confined sphere of a country 
parish, I own that I beheld with some astonishment, 
die way with which they have been enabled to adapt 
tiiemselves to their present position. He who has 
manifestly called them to it, has as evidently fitted 
them &r it; but that which has chiefly struck me in 
them since my return, is their earnestness — in every- 
thing that regards spiritual things, — earnestness. 

" The bishop preached in the cathedral on Sunday 
last. His text was, Nehemiah vi. 3, 4: *Ai^ I sent 
messengers unto them, saying, I am doing a great 
work, so that I cannot come down : why should the 
work cease, whilst I leave it and come down to you ? 
Yet they sent unto me four times after this sort ; and 
I answered them afiier the same manner.' I enclose 
you my notes of the sermon ; you will be able to see 
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firom them, that there was a grandenr and aimplioity 
in the way in which he treated the snbjeot, which 
proves how Ood has enlarged his heart and simplified 
his views ; and that he spoke of the great work as 
one whom Ood had enabled rightly to conceive of its 
unspeakable importance, and plainly and faithfully io 
expatiate on it. There was a heartiness and a glowing 
warmth about his words, which showed that he testi* 
fied of what he knew ; and that firom his own experi- 
mental acquaintance with the subject, he desired and 
endeavored so to commend it to his hearers, that they 
might behold it as he beheld it, and feel with regard 
to it as he felt. For my own part, I perceived in all 
that he said, that he was unconsciously describing that 
which is his own occupation; and that while there 
was nothing of self, nothing personal with regard to 
himself, to be gathered from one word of his sermon, 
yet that the sketch he drew in such bold and masterly 
outlines, was the portraiture of one devoted like him- 
self to the great work which Grod has given us to do. 
I do not mean the work of the ministry ; — he was 
not preaching exclusively to ministers of the G-ospel, 
though many such were of course present, but to a 
mixed congregation — ^but that work which G-od has 
given to be the oooupatiop of every man. There was 
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not a man or woman present in that large assembly, 
and the crowd was^ immense, who might not have 
said : ' This is the work which the Lord Grod has set 
before me^ the one thing needful, to which He has 
called me to devote the best energies of my whole 
soul.' 

^' When the sermon was over, and the mass of the 
congregation began to break up and pour out in one 
broad stream through the nave, I was standing by a 
pillar, and could not avoid hearing the conversation 
of two grave elderly men of the middle rank, — ^respec- 
table tradesmen of this old city, I should say, from 
their speech and manner. 

" * This is the right thing,' one said ; * it is 
preaching like this that fills and warms this big old 
church, long so cold and empty. Well, neighbor 
Brown, what say you ? ' 

" * I say, from my heart,' replied the other, ' thank 

God for such a preacher! Thank God for such a 

bishop ! The poor old soul who used to sit in the 

grand pew, which they call the throne, would have 

opened his eyes and ears too if he had heard such a 

sermon. He was no preacher, I'm thinking, except 

when he mumbled out what they called his Charge ; 

but he was a kind, good old gentleman, very good to 
11* 
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tile pocnr, and a right-down gentleman out of the 
ohnroh, though a poor diyine in it He preached, so 
far as I oonld make out, a deal about works.' 

^^ ' Well, and he was right too, for he put works in 
the right place,' aaid the wife of the first speaker, who 
was hanging on her husband's arm. 

" ^ Yes, wife,^ replied the husband, / he does put 
works in their ri^t place, as the firuits of the tree of 
faith: the preacher, who leaves oat works, foi^ets 
that when the lord of the vineyard came to the £g* 
tree, he came seeking for fruit, and when he found 
none, he said, ' Cut it down, why cumbereth it the 
ground ? ' If we say that works have any merit about 
them, and can save a lost soul, the less we say about 
them the better; but if we point out plainly that 
works are the fruit of a Ifving faith, and what you and 
I, neighbor Brown, should call evidential, though not 
meritorious; then works should be insisted upon. 
They are truly good works. But what are we stand* 
ing here for ? move on, neighbor, the crowd about the 
door is growing thinner, and we shall get out without 
being pushed and jostled as we were just now. Come, 
Hannah, let us be moving.' 

«<Not I,' the wife replied, *! will wait a |»t 
bnger, if you please." 
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« < For what, pray ? ' said the husband, 
" * For what ? why to see the good bishop pass by, 
and to have a smile and a bow from him as he passes, 
• when I drop a curtsey, as I always do, and say in my 
heart, G-od bless thee, good man ! I tell you I know 
him well, and the good lady his wife, and God bless 
her too. I love to see his lordship when he oomes to 

our shop, and buys heaps of good warm clothing for 

• 

the poor before winter ; and he and the lady always 
speak so humbly, and talk so kindly to our Jane and 
to me ; and they begged me to let Jane come to the 
palace, and join a sort of class . that Madam Temple 
or the young lady. Miss Temple, keeps for the young 
girls of the city. Jane has long been for going, but 
her heart has always failed her ; — ^but here comes the 
bishop.' And the bishop passed, and the good woman 
dropped her curtsey, and he smiled and bowed. 

^* I followed him at a distance, meditating also a 
visit to the good woman's counter, and the purchase 
also of a heap of good warm clothing for the poor ; 
and resolving likewise to s^nd Gertrude the next 
morning after the timid girl, who was all for going to 
the palace to join the class there, but whose heart has 
hitherto failed her." 



CHAPTER XIII. 



VodmtAeBOBg for the p t eacn t time aeemetlito bejoyooiyliiit grier- 
oof ; in the end it yieldeth the peaceaUe fruit of righteonsneaB to 
them that are ejcerciaed thereby." — ^Hxbbxwb zu. 



*^ Pray tell me somefhing about a young man, whom 
my husband met the other morning, at some one's 
house in the oathedral precints — ^I forget whose ? He 
is not apt to take likings ; but he says that he has 
seen no young man like this nameless paragon. He 
did not catch his name ; but he supposed, from some 
remarks which he made, that he is a clergyman, and 
that he was staying at this house." 

"It must be Ferdinand," replied Mrs. Temple, 
" my nephew, or, as we call him, and consider him, 
our son, Ferdinand Harrington. You knew his father 
well, a long time ago. My poor brother Charles left 
an only child." 

" And this Ferdinand," said the duchess, " is that 
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child. But how is it that we have never seen him, or 
even heard of him ? " 

^' You couM not see him, my dear friend, because 
he was not in this country ; but I thought I had spoken 
of him to you, for he has seldom been absent from my 
thoughts." 

" I can only account for your silence," said the 
duchess, " by my having always had so many subjects 
of my own to talk to you of, that I cannot have given 
you the opportunity of speaking about him. I have 
never mentioned your brother. I knew you had been 
very unhappy about him, and I waited for you to be- 
gin the subject. . But where has he come from? and 

when did he come to Z , my dear Lucy ? for it 

was but a day or two after Rosamond left you, that 
the duke met him ; and you did not, I conclude, ex- 
pect his arrival, or she would have heard of him from 
some of your party. She told me that you had been 
long expecting an old friend : but old, if I remember 
rightly, in two senses, nearly eighty years of age. 
This could not be your Ferdinand." 

"We hope to welcome him also to Z— — in a 
short time. He is, indeed, an old and highly valued 
friend, a &erman clergyman," 

" Oh, the good pastor Haller. I have heard him 
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spoken of by all of you so often, and in saoh high 
terms, that I long to see him." 

^^ Yon will often meet him, I trust," replied Mrs. 
Tem}de ; '^ for we wish his future home to be with us. 
When he has onoe returned to us, we shall not again 
part with him ; and now that my Ferdinand is here, 
who is the dearest object to him on earth, he will, I 
am sure, prefer remaining with us. He left England 
to settle some affairs, which required his presence in 
his own country, intending to return in a few months; 
but the business was protracted for a much longer 
time, and just as he had made all his arrangements 
for his journey back to England, he was attacked by 
a lingering illness, from which we feared he would 
never recover. But God has graciously heard our 
prayers, and the good old man writes to me, that not- 
withstanding his advanced age, he is hale and strong. 
It will be a joyful surprise to him to find Ferdinand 
with us ; for he took leave of him, as he thought, for 
the last time. That year was a mournful year to us — 
we called it our year of partings ; for during that time 
my husband's parents both died, within a few days the 
one of the other ; the pastor Haller departed for Ger- 
many ; and Ferdinand went as a missionary to India/' 
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'^ You have not told me/' said the dachess, ^^ what 
indaoed him to go." 

'* The simple sense of deity," replied Mrs. Temple. 
'^ A missionary was needed to join one of the most de- 
voted servants of Christ, at Travancore. The propo- 
sal was made to our bdoved child. He had no call at 
the time elsewhere. I must own that the first men- 
tion of the proposal startled and affrighted me, and I 
susqpeot my husband also as much as myself; hut he 
«aid nothing. He saw the grief with which I was in 
a manner overwhelmed ; G-od gave me strength, how- 
ever, to conquer my selfish feelings, and to see the 
matter in its right light. It was made the subject of 
much thought, and of many prayers ; and when the 
decisicm came, I was astonished at the calm which 
stole over me. We gave him in faith to God, and he 
went forth to preach Christ to the heathen, filled with 
zeal for the glory of His great name, and deeming his 
office the most honorable and blessed service on earth. 
The effect of the climate, and his unsparing labors 
have proved too much for him. His health gave way 
and he left India more dead than alive. We were 
spared the knowledge of this ; and he has returned 
home renewed in strength by the long sea voyage, to 
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annoanoe with his own lips his iUness and his reoov* 
ery." 

*< He will not leave you again, I hope ? " said the 
dnchess. 

"No; I think he will not. There is plenty of 
work for him at home, and his place is supplied abroad. 
He will reside with as as my husband's domestio chap- 
lain, taking also the charge of a parish which is va- 
cant in Z ; the income of it is so small, that no 
clergyman who had not other resources could afford to 
accept it. There will be constant employment f<»r our 
dear son ; for the parish is the most extensive in the 
city, and he will need at least two curates to assist 
him. The people have been much neglected, the late 
incumbent having been old, and in ill health for many 
years. Ferdinand rejoices, however in the prospect 
before him ; for he is, I have every reason to believe, 
heartily devoted to the service of his heavenly Master. 
He would gladly spend and be spent for Him." 

" This reminds me," said the duchess, " that my 
husband has had several letters, within the last two 
days, from clergymen, some in this neighborhood, 
others at a distance, begging him to use his influence 
with the bishop to obtain for them the presentation of 
a living just vacant in this diocese ; but I do not think 
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it is in the city — Melford, or Melton, if I remember 
rightly, was the name." 

'' Melford is the living you allude to," said Mrs. 
Temple. " It is a country parish, with a small popu- 
lation and a large income ; a favorite living, I should 
suppose, from the numerous applioations which are 
made for it. The duty is light, and it is in what is 
called a good neighborhood ; that is, there are many 
gentlemen's seats within a short distance of the vil* 
lage." 

" The very place for your nephew, is it not ? " said 
the duchess; ''why does not the bishop give it to 
him ; the deceased rector was nearly related, we are 
told, to the late bishop ? " 

'' It has not been offered to Ferdinand," said Mrs. 
Temple ; " and I trust, nay I know, it will not be 
offered to him." 

" Well, you are the strangest people I ever met 
with," exclaimed the duchess. " I cannot understand 
you ! It appears to me the most natural thing in the 
world, for a man to provide for his own household ; 
nay, I look upon it as a duty to do so, especially in 
such a case as this. If your nephew were a man of 
bad character, or a person likely to neglect his duties, 
the case would be different ; bat here is a truly pious 
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8iid exeallent young man, who0e oonatitatioii kas 
been injured by his labors in an unhealthy climatet 
and his uncle has it in his power to place him in a 
quiet country village, where his duty would be light, 
and he would possess, in a large income, the means of 
doing more extensive good than he could otherwise 
effect ; what then can be the reason that he is not to 
be made rector of Meiford ? " 

« My husband was not appointed to the charge of 
this large diocese," said Mrs. Temple, ^' that he might 
make use of the power and patronage eatrasted to 
him to enrich his own family. No, my dear friend, a 
bishop should be above suspicion." 

'^ Well, perhaps you are right after all, my dear 
Lucy. Too many of our bishops, I fear, might plead 
guilty to the charge of nepotism^ Still I do say that 
had this same Ferdinand not been his near relation, 



'^ His state of health," said Mrs. Temple, ^^ is ex« 
cellent. Dr. Howard assures us that he is well able 
to undertake any duty in this country, though he for- 
bids his return to the climate of India." 

^' Talking of health," said the duchess, '' reminds 
me of my own son. J am not easy about his state of 



he would have been a very fit person for Meiford. { 
His state of health ttK>— " 
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health. He wrote to us after the funeral of his poor 
friend, fixing the day of his return, but he did not 
come ; and, in a letter to his sister, he told her that he 
had been suffering from a slight attack of low fever, 
ixom whioh he was nearly recovered, but that he had 
deemed it prudent, in obedience to his doctor's advice, 
to delay his journey a few days. We have not heard 
hpwever again from him, and I have written to his 
servant, to desire he will let me know immediately 
whether he is still detained by illness. I expect a re- 
ply to my letter by to-morrow's post ; but if he is not 
decidedly better, nay well enough to travel, I intend 
to set off without delay to join him in London, and to 
judge for myself." 

The duchess had risen to take leave of Mrs. Tem- 
ple when to their surprise Lord Morven entered the 
room. He came in, leaning on the Bishop's arm, and 

looked very ill. He had been passing through Z 

on his way to Steeplyn, and had met with one of the 
duchess's servants. He was better, he said, in reply 
to his mother's anxious looks and words of inquiry ; 
but very tired from his long journey. He hoped he 
should soon be well under his mother's care. " There 
is no nurse like one's own dear mother," he added. 

Mrs. Temple was struck by the expression pf de- 
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lighted affection which brightened the mother's fine 
countenance, but she was still more strnck by the 
tone in which those few words were spoken by the 
eon. There was nothing in the words themselves, — 
they were such as any loving child might have 
spoken, — ^bnt there was a tone of heartfelt affection in 
that voice, which she had never heard before, and 
which made her raise her eyes, and fix them upon the 
speaker, as if to reassure herself that it was reaUy the 
same person whom she had been accustomed to sec 
under so different a character. In another moment 
she had sprung forward to seek to support him, for his 
eyes closed, and he was falling to the ground in a 
fainting fit. Lord Morven was very ill — too ill indeed 
to leave the palace. The physician who was immedi- 
ately sent for, did not conceal from them that he feared 
there was but a bare hope of his recovery. His ill- 
ness was brain fever, and for several days his life was 
despaired of. The disease however took a favorable 
turn, and the young nobleman began to recover. For 
some weeks he remained at the palace, during which 
time he began to regain his strength ; it was thought 
advisable for him to be where medical aid was 
always at hand. His parents and his sisters were 
also there. It was a season blessed of G-od to them. 
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Then it was, also, that they tasted the enjoyments of 
true Christian friendship, and they saw pure religion, 
in all its lovely consistency, exemplified in the daily 
and hourly walk of the bishop, and his domestic circle. 

" I agree with you, my dear Mary," said the duke, 
turning to his wife, as they were conversing together, 
on the evening of the day when their son had first left 
his chamber; "the intercourse we enjoy with this 
charming family spoils one for all other society. I 
never met with such people. I never saw such gen- 
uine kindness of heart, such real delicacy of feeling, 
as in the sympathy they have shown towards us in 
our late distress. The night that I came hither, when 
Rosamond and I received that sudden summons to the 
bed-side of poor suffering Morven, I felt myself the 
most miserable of human beings. 

" As I stood over our dear son, and met the uncon* 
cious stare of his eyes, and heard his incoherent ram- 
blings, and felt that it was but too probable in a few 
hours he would be lying before me a breathless corpse, 
I woke to the sense of the insecurity of all my fondest 
hopes. I took Dr. Howard aside, ahd insisted on his 
telling me the truth. * He did not dare,' he gravely 
said, *to give me any hope; he was grieved to say 
that, humanly speaking, he could not encourage me to 
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expect my eon's recovery.' Bat when I tamed away 
from the physician, sickened at heart, I shall nevei 
forget the soothing effect of another voice, which, in 
sounds scarcely louder than a whisper, breathed in my 
ear : ^ We have still an unfailing friend to turn to ; one 
who bids us look higher tiian to any earthly physician.' 
And I felt an arm drawn within my own, and the gen- 
tle pressure of a kind hand. It was the good bish- 
op; and that excellent friend drew me away to an ad- 
joining room, and there he begged me to kneel down 
with him, and call upon Him, ^ whose hand,' he said, 
' is not shortened that it cannot save^ nor His ear 
heavy that it cannot hear.' What a prayer was that 
which he poured forth! And surely it has been heard 
and answered. ^ And this is prayer ! ' I said to my* 
self, as we rose from our knees ; ' this is religion ! and, 
during my long life, I have been an entire stranger to 
every thing of this kind.' And then I thought of our 
gentle, humble Rosamond ; and I began to understand 
something of that secret strength which enabled her, 
instead of giving way, as I had done, to her own sor- 
]^w, to try to sooth and comfort me, on our long, 
weary drive from Steeplyn that evening, and to be so 
gentle and so calm in her grief, all through her broth- 
er's illness. How quietly useful she was, thinking of 
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every thing, and doing just the right thing, in the 
right way; and only taming her head away from 
time to time, to wipe away her quiet tears ! " 

" And what a friend my dear Lucy Temple was," 
said the duchess, '< during those days and nights of 
frightful suspense. How constantly did she take her 
place, with me and Rosamond, by our poor distracted 
son. Had Morven been her own child, she could not 
have watched beside him with more tender and un* 
wearied kindness, or seemed more thankful when tfie 
crisis of the disease hiCd passed, and he sunk into that 
sweet sleep, from which he woke for the first time re- 
freshed and strengthened. Yes, Henry, we have had 
many friends, according to the worldly meaning of the 
term ; but I agree with you, we have now found out 
what real friendship is. There is another subject of 
rejoicing, which I have thought much upon," she con- 
tinued : " you must have observed it. I allude to the 
change in our dear Morven, in his disposition and 
whole bearing. To me it is unaccountable ; for what 
has produced it I am as yet unable to discover. His 
illness may have had something to do with it ; but I 
first perceived it in his manner to me on the evening 
when he arrived here from London, on his way to 
Steeplyn. His former reserve and selfish coldness. 
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whioh has so often distressed us both, has almost 
appeared* He is aa altered being." 

'* He is very happy here," said the duke, *^ and 
raphes himself very agreeable ; bat he is, I suppose, 
as much pleased with these valued friends as we 
are." 

^^ Not always very happy," said the duchess, '^ but 
at times much depressed. I have watched him, when 
he thought me occupied with my work, or engaged in 
ccmversation ; and the expression of thoughtful sad- 
ness in his countenance has grieved as much as it has 
perploKed me." 

*' He seems to have taken a great liking to that 
very superior young man, Mr. Harrington," said the 
duke. 

''Yes," replied the duchess, ''as great a liking as 
yourself ; and I own I heartily approve his taste and 
yours. Ferdinand Harrington wins every heart. What 
a noble simplicity there is about him — what an in- 
genuous sweetness — what really elegant manners! 
And how kind he is to our poor Morven, passing hour 
after hour in reading to him ; indeed, devoting all his 
leisure time tr) him." 

Lord Morven and his parents and sister looked 
back in after years to that period of their lives, which 
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had commeuced in affliotioa and anxiety, as the hap- 
piest season they had ever known. They had been 
brought under the influence of vital religion in its 
most lovely form. They had been associated with 
those whose daily and hourly desire, and earnest 
endeavor, was to walk as children of the light and of 
the day, in simplicity and godly sincerity ; who were 
severely strict in the discipline to which they secretly 
subjected tJiiemselves, striving to bring every thought 
into captivity to the obedience of Christ, and to keep 
a conscience void of offence toward G-od and man ; 
but who were at the same time kind and considerate 
towards others, putting the most favorable construc- 
tion on what was faulty, remembering His words, 
who said to His disciples '' Judge not," and exercising 
that divine charity, " which hopeth all things." 

Under other circumstances, that influence, by 
which the duke and duchess had been thus insensibly 
affected, might have failed to produce any impression ; 
but their affliction, during the illness of their only son, 
had sobered and saddened their minds, and prepared 
them to find enjoyment in the quiet circle of the 
bishop's household, where a peace, unknown to the 
worldly, shed its sweet and soothing balm over their 

troubled spirits ; where there was seriousness, but no 
12 
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gloom; where, even when the cloud hnng heavily 
upon them, the presence of the sun was obscured, but 
not withdrawn, for the bow was in the cloud. 

Such was the effect produced by the lovely ex- 
ample of those, whose religion was not only sincere, 
but consistent. While we are well aware that the 
Lord G-od alone can produce a vital change in the 
hearts and lives of those around us, we should bear in 
mind, that we may be made by Him the means of 
winning, both with and without the Word, those 
around us to love and to approve, and even to follow 
our good example. Our influence for good or evil on 
all around us is incalculable; our responsibility is 
therefore a consideration of the gravest importance 



CHAPTER XIV. 



" These meD, that have turned the world upside down, are come 

hither alsa" — ^Aoro rrii 6. 



" You are the youngest man in the company, Dash- 
wood," said the dean, as the door of the dining-room 
close<i upon the departur.e of the ladies ; "so, before 
you sit down, be so good as to ring the bell." 

Mr. Dashwood did as he was told, and the butler 
entered. 

" Glean glasses and claret," said the dean, " and 
a bottle of the oldest port ; I know you never drink 
claret, Digby," addressing himself tp an elderly man, 
whose severe expression of countenance we^s a mixture 
of intellectual power and of bad temper. 

Mr. Digby only replied by a slight inclination of 
his head. 

The butler re-entered *with the wine, pushing the 
rich dessert into the middle of the table, before he 
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retired, that a clear space might be made for the pass- 
ing of the bottles ; and the glasses were filled and the 
wine circulated. The quality of the wine, which 
well merited the encomiums passed upon it, and the 
praises of a celebrated wine merchant, formed the 
topic of conyersation for the first quarter of hour, 
and then the state of the funds was gravely discussed 
by the elder gentlemen. The subject led to the men- 
tion of a legacy of some hundred pounds in the funds, 
left by the late rector of Melford, to one of the local 
charities in the old city of L . 

'' Now you speak of Melford," said the dean, ^^ has 
any one heard who is to be presented to the living of 
Melford ? " 

" Why, I believe I can tell you, Mr. Dean," — said 
the young clergyman who had been desired to ring 
the bell. '^ The bishop has given it to his nephew, 
Mr. Harrington : you may depend on the correctness 
of my information, for I had it from the bishop's 
secretary." 

'< He told you, then," said the dean, '' that tbi 
bishop had presented it to Ids nephew?" 

" Why not exactly in so many words ; but I found 
liim, when I called at his office, busy with some 
papfirs, which he was in a hurry to take to the palace. 
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The bishop, he daid, was about to sign the presenta- 
tion of a living; and he took leave of me at the 
instant, saying, ^ the bishop is very exact, and he and 
the gentleman who is to be presented to the living 
will be waiting.^ " 

" But he did not tell you the name of the gentie- 
man.^ 

" No," replied Mr. Dashwood ; " but I was standing 
under the abbey gateway about half an hour after, 
talking with Reynolds, when Lord Morven and Har^* 
rington met; the former was on horseback, having 
been over, I suppose, to Steeplyn, and I heard him 
say, ' Well, the papers I suppose are signed : I do not 
know whether I ought to congratulate you or not* 
* Yes, indeed,' replied Harrington, * it is just the sphere 
in which ' — I heard no more, but you will agree that 
I heard enough to tell me that Harrington is the new 
rector at Melford." 

"And so," said a Dr. Hornbeam, "all the other 
and elderly clergy of the diocese are passed over, and 
one of our best livings is given to a nephew whom 
nobody ever heard of*-— a stranger ! and I dare to say 
as great a methodist as his uncle." 

" As strong a case of nepotism as any of the good 
old bishop's, I allow," said tl]» dean. 
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^^Yery natural, I should say," observed a snioodi- 
fiioed and smooih-tongned gentleman, smiling; ^^just 
what I should have done had I been the bishop ; but," 
he added, his smile turning to a sneer, ^'our new 
diocesan sets himself up for suoh a model of disin- 
terested virtue, that we might have expected him to 
act, as he would say, more consistently with his high 
profession. Common people, like you and I, Mr. 
Dean, might think it quite &ir to take care of our 
own relations." 

" Very true, Grreen, very true," replied the dean ; 
^^ the bishop is, however, a worthy man and a gentle- 
manly man ; but, I agree with you — ^too much of a 
methodist. I am not for extremes ; a man may be 
righteous overmuch." 

'^ He is not like a bishop," said Dr. Hornbeam ; 
^^ he does not keep up the state and the dignity of his 
office. A dinner at the palace in the good old bishop's 
time used to be something like a dinner; but now 
things are sadly altered, and the pleasant evening 
parties are never to be met there ; no, not even a 
quiet rubber of whist. The late bishop and his amiable 
lady loved to see their friends enjoy themselves ; but 
as for his present lordship and Mrs. Temple, their 
presence is like a wet blanket wherever they are. 
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My wife felt herself muoh affronted, the other eve- 
ning, when she was at the palace ; most of the ladies 
were at work, and Mrs, Hornbeam had not taken any 
work with her, and she happened to say, that she 
wished she had brought her netting. 'Oh! we can 
find you some work,' said Mrs. Terpple, and she gave 
her a cap, or something of the sort to make for one of 
the old women in the alms houses. She stared with 
astonishment at the liberty taken with her ; and she 
hoped that Mrs. Temple saw by her manner how 
muoh displeased she felt She took the work into her 
hands, but that was all, for she laid it on the table the 
next minute ; and then up came Miss Temple smiling, 
and feared that the work was too fine for Mrs. Horn- 
beam's eyes." The doctor did not add the sequel to 
his story, that the duchess, who was at the palace, 
and had observed the affronted looks of the lady, had 
with a good-natured smile taken up the muslin, and 
set to wbrk to make the said cap. " And what do you 
think was the amusement of the evening ? " contin- 
ued the pompous Dr. Hornbeam, — *' Mrs Temple must 
read aloud to the ladies part of the manuscript journal 
of her nephew while in India, — a long account of his 
visit to some blaok-a-moors' huts, and part of the ser- 
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moa of some German methodist miiUBter ta the barba- 



<^ Abanrd indaed,'' said the sneering Mr. Green, 
'* that 18 another of the bishop's new fiBUigled vagaries. 
Missions to the heathen ! the other day at dinner, noth- 
ing was to be talked about bat missiMis and mission* 
aries, and old Ashton jH-etended to feel a deep interest 
in the snbjeot ; and then Harrington told ns a long 
story about that same German methodist — ^that 
Sohwartz, a man who does not eren bekmg to the 
Church of England ; and how he had gained the ear 
of the Nabob," (Mr. Green should have said Rajah) '^ of 
Travancore or Tanjore, I fc»rget which. A yery pretty 
rmnanoe,— but let those belicTe it that can ; not, mark 
you, that he had converted the old prince or any one 
else." 

^' No," said Dr. Hornbeam, " nor was he likely to 
do so ; I never heard of any Indian that was con- 
verted." 

" Nor will you ever hear of one," said a Colonel 
Sharpe, who was present. '^ I am an old Indian, sir, 
and I know the country and the people well ; I am 
able to speak as an impartial observer ; and I warn 
you to give no credit to the idle stories of e]|thusiasts. 
Caste, sir, that which we in India call caste, presents 
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ftn insuperable obstaole to every attempt to make 
Christians of the natives of India. The bishop spoke 
to me on the subject, and I proved to him the delusion 
he was under ; at least, I endeavored to open his eyes ; 
I told him that his nephew, I had no doubt, meant 
well, and believed what he had hem told, but he had 
been grossly imposed upon. Five years in India, as I 
told his Lordship, was a different thing from the expe- 
rience of twenty years." 

"You have tried then to convert the natives?" 
said Mr. Digby, drily. " You have spent your twenty 
years, Colonel, as Mr. Harrington spent his five years, 
in trying to make Christians of them ? " 

" What do you mean, sir, by that question ? " said 
the Colonel, flaming up to a scarlet as deep as his 
coat. " I am not a parson sir. — Tried, &ir, yes ! I 
have tried to bring them to their senses, and to make 
honest men of them : I have had the sneaking rascals 
lashed ; the only way of dealing with them ; a better 
way, let me tell you, who can know nothing about the 
matter, than preaching to them." Mr. Digby was not 
to be silenced by the outbreak of the choleric officer ; 
but fixing his scowling eyes upon him, he said coolly 
and tartly, " both by precept and example, sir, your 
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influenoe in favor of the Christian religion, which yoa 
profess to hold, has been tried and has failed." 

Colonel Sharpe looked furious, but made no reply. 

^^ I hear," said Mr. Qreen, ^* that we are to have a 
sermon in the Cathedral for this mission in India, and 
the bishop is to preach it, and a collection is to be 
made ; but with all deference to his lordship, I shali 
take the liberty of being absent. One has other calls 
to attend to; there is distress. enough at one's own 
door anjd in one's own country." 

" True, Green, very true," said Dr. Hornbeam^ 
emphatically, ^^ charity begins at home. Attend to 
your own poor, say I, before the blacks. We are 
coming to a pretty pass, if we are to be called upon to 
give our money to promote an object so useless and 
absurd, as preaching to a set of barbarians, with 
whom, as you rightly and truly warn us, Colonel, 
caste (I think that was the word) presents an insu- 
perable obstacle to the introduction of Christianity. 
You would advise us, eh, Colonel ? to keep our money 
in our own pockets." 

" Yes, sir ; I would, sir," said the Colonel, " and 
not waste it on those dogs of natives." 

" Mr. Dean," said Dr. Hornbeam with more than 
his usual pomp of manner, '< may I presume to ask 
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what y«n think of these innovations, which our well- 
meaning, but I must candidly say, most injudicious 
diocesan is beginning to introduce into your venerable 
Catiiedral. Where are they to stop ? I may be mis- 
taken, but I conceive his lordship is somewhat out of 
order in occupying the pulpit — your pulpit — ^whenever 
he may please to do so. I do not say that you would 
use the power, but does not the power reside with 
you, if you were disposed to exert it, to forbid the 
pulpit even to the bishop ? You reign paramount, I 
think, in your own cathedral I " • 

Such is a sample of the conversation at the table 
of the dean. We give no more of it — for it became 
more virulent. The good bishop, who was kind and 
courteous to all, had unwittingly given offence to 
many of the clergy, by a course of life the very oppo- 
site of that which many of them were leading, and 
had been long accustomed to lead. Perhaps the most 
severe and caustic of his clergy then present was the 
Mr. Bigby spoken of at the beginning of this chapter. 
He had not yet uttered many words, but had sat a 
quiet auditor of all that had been said ; his deep-set 
eyes scowling beneath his dark and beetle brows. He 
was a man of great talent, a keen observer, and had 
the power, of saying sharp and cutting things^ a power 
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which he seldom troabled himself to exert, bat when 
he did, he gave himself little conoem how he woanded 
the pride or the feelings of those to whom he spoke. 

'^ Come, come, Hornbeam," he said, after Ibtening 
with evident impatience to a remark which the other 
addressed to him, *^ we have had enough of this. You 
ask me if I do not agree with you. I tell yon plainly 
I do not. To say the truth, I think we ought all to 
be ashamed of ourselves, for we are more like a set of 
idle, gossiping, slanderous women, than a party of 
clergymen. I have always disliked the bishq>, and 
you know it, and he knows it ; but what I have heard 
to-night has made me change my mind. I happen 
to know that the bishop has not given the living of 
Helford to his nephew, but to the hardest working 
man of the whole diocese— a man who did not ask 
for it, and is above asking for any preferment for him- 
self. Some of you, I suspect, have not been so 
scrupulous, and are disappointed men. Now, I tell 
you what I have been thinking while you were talk- 
ing. This same bishop of our's puts u^ all to shame, 
and therefore has given much grave offence to all. 
You say, he is a methodist, and I hate methodists ; but 
whatever he is, one thing is plain, he is in earnest and 
we are not. I have never beard one of hia sermons 
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except his charge, and at the time I heard it I did not 
like it ; perhaps because he told me my duty, and my 
conscience told me I did not do it. I am an old man — 
the oldest man among you — ^hedged up with pre- 
judices and notions of my own ; but I begin to think 
that I am an old fool, to have been snarling and 
growling against this new bishop, ever since he came 
among us. I was ready to believe every thing I 
heard against him — and Fve heard enough; but I 
have lately taken the trouble to sift the scandalous 
stories which were brought to me, and I have found 
that they have all had about as much foundation as 
this story told to-night, about the living of Melford. 
But after all, if he had given the living to his nephew, 
I don't see that he would have been to blame. If the 
man's a good man he is none the worse for being his 
nephew. One word more, and I have done ; I give 
you all a text to consider and apply to the bishop. 
* We shall not find any occasion against this Daniel, 
except we find it against him concerning the law of 
his God.' " 

There was a pause when Mr. Digby ceased speak- 
ing. It was broken by the butler's entering, to 
announce that tea had been taken to the drawing* 
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room, and by the dean's ordering him to bring another 
bottle of wine. 

" No more wine," said Mr. Digby, rising, " I heard 
the sound of music through the o|^n door. With your 
permission," he added, *^ we will join the ladies, and 
exchange the growling •of an old bear for the sweet 
voices of your daughters." 

'^ You will hear a sweeter voice than theirs," said 
the dean, rising ; '' Miss Temple, and her mother and 
Mr. Harington, promised to come to us this evening ; 
and if Miss Temple favors us by singing some of Han- 
del's pieces, I think you will agree with me that her 
voice and her taate^-^her genius I may say, in sing^ 
ing, can scarcely be excelled.-^-We have to thank you 
for a lesson, my good friend," said the dean, taking 
the arm of Mr. Digby, as they ascended the broad 
staircase together, " a lesson which I trust I for one 
shall profit by. You are right, and we are wrong. I 
agree with you, whatever the bishop may be, he is in 
earnest ; however we may differ from him, he forces 
every one to respect him. But who is the man to 
whom he has given the living of Melford ? " 

" No other than my old pupil, Herbert Forrester ; 
I wonder you have not heard it." 

*^ I shall hear it soon enough, I have no doubt," 
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said the dean; and no sooner , had he entered the 
drawing-room, than his daughter Violet met him, with 
glowing cheeks and sparkling eyes; and drew him 
aside, with her, to the inner drawing*room, where 
lights were also burning, but which they found empty ; 
and there, hanging on her father's arm, and reading 
the letter which she had put into his hands, over his 
shoulder, she prevented his reading it, by her exclama- 
tions of delight — ' Dear, dear father, don't you quite 
love the bishop, is he not the best bishop in the world ? 
was it not kind to think of my poor Herbert ; and 
when be never dreamed of asking him for any thing, 
to give him such a living as Melford. Poor, poor 
Herbert ! broken down as he was, from over work," 
she continued; her tears dropping over the letter. 
" Why, next to you and Herbert, father, I shall 
always love the bishop better than any man on earth ; 
and dear father," she added, in a whisper close to her 
father's ear, you won't say any more to me, will you, 
* You must not marry a poor curate ? ' 

" I am as foolish as you are, dear child," said the 
dean, wiping away the tears from his own eyes ; ** but 
as for reading Herbert's letter here and now, I cannot ; 
put it in your pocket, dear child, and go to your own 
room, and get rid of those red eyes, and when they 
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are all gone, come tp me in roy study, and we wiU 
read the letter together, and we will talk about it and 
your Herbert as long as you please. Yes, Violet, I do 
love the bishop, and I shall esteem him, and be grate- 
ful to him, as long as I live ; I have indeed cause to 
do so, for he has made my darling child happy, and 
taken away the only bar to your union with one of the 
best young men I ever knew. There, child, get you 
gone," he added, opening Ihe door at the further end 
of the room ; *^ you can escape this way to your 
chamber, by passing through your aunt's dressing- 
room. Well, what is it ? what do you want with me 
now ? " he said, as she caught his hand, and drew 
him into the passage. 

'' Only to tell you, dear father," she said, throwing 
her arms round his neck, and kissing him, '^ how much 
I love you, and how very happy I am ! " 



CHAPTER XV. 



" Tremble, ye women that are at eiuse ; be troubled, ye carelefls ones." 

I&AIAH TTXli. 2. 



"Why make yourself particular, my dear ohild? 
joung people, I am well aware, never know where to 
stop, and find it difficult to practice moderation. I 
really do not suppose, Violet, that you will find any 
person more entirely without prejudice than myself. 
I abhor prejudice, I look upon it as a pr^f of a weak 
mind. For instance, I am not one of those who abuse 
the bishop's family, and their ways. In some respects 
I approve their ways, and as for themselves, I call 
them vastly agreeable persons ; between ourselves, a 
decided improvement on the Lulworths. Mrs. Lul- 
worth, though a person of good family, was a vulgar- 
minded woman, and liked to dictate to every one, in a 
very offensive manner ; and the foot dull, old bishop, 
though a perfect gentleman, was a nonenity. I think 
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the Temples mnoh the best bred people in the place, 
but — ^" Lady Compton had made a long preamble to 
the but J which was the tarning point at which her ob- 
jections to the Temples and their ways were aboat to 
begin. Violet had sate quietly and gravely, listening 
to the above address. She now raised her eyes and 
smiled. 

" Why do you smile, my dear Violet?" 

*' Because" — she said, smiling again; but the 
smile was all the while that of affection, ^' because I 
was expecting that the but would come at last and it 
has come." 

" Silly child," said the old lady, laughing, " you 
need a lecture, and you will have it. During my 
long absence at Bath, I heard more than once that 
you were TOgking yourself remarkable, by giving 
up the amusements natural to a girl of your age, and 
I find the report confirmed. I have met your aunt 
and Laura at several houses without you; why is 
this?" 

" We divided our forces on those occasions," said 
Violet archly ; " I preferred staying at home with my 
father, who dislikes hot and crowded rooms ; and 
Laura went out with my aunt ; my absence, however, 
was as much from inclination as duty." 
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" That I can scarcely credit, ray «lear child. You 
may act as you do, from a mistaken sense of duty ; 
but don't tell me that you have a preference for a 
tete-a-tete with the dean, instead of going to a pleas- 
ant party." 

" 0, I assure you I give a decided preference to 
my father's company." 

" Bat, your father cannot wish you to mope your- 
self to death at home, when he knows it is so natural 
for a girl of your age to like cheerful society ? " 

" I do like society, madam," said Violet, " and 
cheerful -society, but I am heartily tired of what is 

called the gay society of Z ; and as for what you 

say about my age, and the amusements natural to my 
age, I am rather amused ; for I think you must agree 
with me, that the elderly ladies of this place are quite 
as eager to enjoy the amusements which, you say, are 
natural to one of my age, as any young girl can be. 
They do not dance, I allow, but they love the vanities 
of the world, feathers and flowers, and jewels, and 
powder, and rouge, and the excitement of card-play- 
ing; where they alternately lose their money, and 
their temper; or win their neighbors' money, with 
smiles of triumph, and exultation at their success. 
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The only leaily oheerfal society we hsye, is at the 
palaoe.'' , 

^' And, I suppose, Mrs. Temple has been patting 
these notions into your head, and you have been 
taking her as your model, and following her advice. 
Mrs. Temple is a charming person in many respects, I 
allow, but she has peculiar notions on some subjects ; 
not that we have any business with them. If she 
likes to hold them, let her : and let her bring up her 
daughter, a nice, pretty girl, — a very nice girl! I 
must confess, — as she pleases, but why should this 
good Mrs. Temple interfere with others? Let her 
take her own way ; but let her leave us to take our 
way. The dean and your dear aunt cannot, I am 
sure, wish you to get your head turned, by people who 
are metfaodists downright, and only the more danger- 
ous because they know how to make themselves very 
agreeable. I did give you credit, ray dear Violet, for 
more sense, than to be caught by any pretence to 
overstrictness and religious display ; you will only 
make yourself ridiculous, and be laughed at, and very 
justly, by all sensible peoole. Really, I have no pa- 
tience with you. You who used to be the gayest of 
^® g^Yi Af e taking up a most ^ unnatural character, 
which does not, and never will become you." 
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'^ I oannot help smiling at your alarm, dear mad- 
am," said Violet, '^ but I do assure you it is quite 
groundless with regard to my good spirits. I was nev* 
er so happy, or if you please so gay, as I am at pres- 
ent. But why do you lecture me, for wishing to be 
more thoughtful and sober-minded than I used to be? 
You have often said to me, it is good to be merry and 
wise. I have been trying to become wise, but I have 
not left off being merry. Indeed, indeed, my dear 
kind friend," she continued, with a grave but gentle 
earnestness, which the kind-hearted but angry old lady 
felt herself compelled, though against her will, to ad- 
mire, — '^ indeed you are not just in finding so much 
fault with Mrs. Temple ; she does not interfere, or ob* 
trude her opinions on any one." 

" "What," said Lady Compton, " is it not by her 
advice that you have taken to these new ways ? " 

" Not so much by her advice, as by the charm of 
her example, and her daughter's ; for as to her advice, 
she did not give it, till I had anxiously entreated her 
to do so ; and then only on one occasion, and in a very 
few words. But I tell you, candidly, that advice I 
have considered — and, after much consideration, I 
came to the conclusion that she was right. I have, 
therefore determined to follow it. I found no society 
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so agreeable as Hiat of Mrs. Temple and Gertrude, and 
I saw no reason why I should shun them. I was con- 
tinually with them, especially with Gertrude. We 
walked together, and I sometimes passed my morn* 
ings with her and her mother. We had much con- 
versation on many subjects, and I learnt, on convic- 
tion, that my own opinions were grievously mistaken, 
when tried by the only standard which a professed 
Christian should appeal to. I could no longer be the 
same thoughtless, trifling, useless being I had always 
been ; and one morning, when we were sitting togeth- 
er at our work, I asked Mrs. Temple to tell me wHy 
she had given up worldly society. With an earnest- 
ness, which made a deep impression on me, she said : 
* There are but two services. Many try the one, and 
are bitterly disappointed ; a few try the other, and are 
never disappointed. I have tried both, and can tell 
you, from ray own experience, that the service of God 
is pleasantness and peace.' " 

" So then,'* exclaimed Lady Gompton, with some 
bitterness of tone, ^'you have learned to look upon 
your old friends, Violet, as a set of heathens." 

^' Indeed I have not, dear madam ; but I have 
learnt to know that I was a little better than a heathen 
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myself, till I saw what true religion was, in the con- 
sistent lives of Mrs. Temple and her daughter." 

" Well, at any rate, you show plainly enough that 
these Temples — these new friends — ^have taught you 
to set yourself up as wiser and better than we are, 
and to look down upon us." 

"As for teaching me anything of the kind," said 
Violet, mildly, " I can assure you that I have never 
heard them pass a censure upon others. Under their 
roof I never heard a word of scandal, and I think you 
will agree with me, that you can hardly say as much 
of any other house within the cathedral precints, or, I 
may add, beyond them— with a few, a very few, ex- 
ceptions." 

" Well, take your own way, Violet, and turn your 
back upon your old friends, if you choose to do so ; 
but don't deceive yourself in supposing that religion 
consists in making yourself absurdly singular, and 
absenting yourself from balls and routs, and other 
amusements, as I find you do." 

" I do not suppose that it does," said Violet, mild- 
ly, " religion exercises its influence rather in implant- 
ing new principles in the heart. The outward action 
derives its real character from the inward principle ; 
unless it spring from that, it is but the mockery of 
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the very profeesion whioh it makes ; but at tiie same 
time, \vhere the inward heart and its motives and 
principles have undergone a change as great as that 
of life from death, the constraining power within, 
must influence and regulate the outward actions. 
When I learnt for the first time, or, I should say, when 
I realized the fact, that I was an immortal being, and 
that I ought to live for eternity and not for time, I saw 
that I must also learn to find my enjoyment in such 
pursuits in this world as might fit me for the enjoy- 
ment of the happiness of heaven." 

'^ My dear child," said the old lady, '^ do let me 
hear no more in this strain. I cannot understand 
you, and I will not bear a sermon, from you too, of all 
persons in the world. You need not take tBe trouble 
to inform me that yoii are an altered being ; but, per« 
rait me to say, not altered for the better, if you have 
lost your charming spirits. You make me melan- 
choly. I don^t want to hear of death and eternity out 
of church, where, of course, one makes up one's mind 
to hear of such subjects from thfi proper person — ^tho 
clergyman ; and I don't want to lose my temper and 
speak harshly to you ; but you will make me if I 
hear another word in this sermon style from your 
lips." 
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^^ I am not the least alarmed at your threats, dear 
kind friend," said Violet, in a tone of mueh afTection. 
" Yott never were oat of temper in your life with me, 
and I never heard a harsh word from your lips. You 
are not, and you cannot be, cross with me. No, not 
the very least cross," she added, taking the old lady's 
hand in her own, and looking up with a very sweet 
and loving stnile in her face. 

^< Dear, dear child," said the oid lady, '' there is no 
resisting you. You always were, and you always will 
be, dearer to me than any creature on earth, and 
even when I am most angry with you- — for yes. Miss 

Violet, I am angry, very seriously displeased with 
you — still I can't help loving you. And now hear 
what I have to say : — You misunderstood me. I do 
not wish you to neglect your religious duties. Not 
that I think religion consists in going to church every 
morning of one's life, and poring over certain dull, 
prosy volumes, the task- work of meritorious formality, 
and then holding one's head very high, in order that 
we may the better look down upon the rest of the 

world. We have too much of this in Z , among 

the male and female gossips of the place. Mrs. Tem- 
ple's religion is infinitely preferable ; for she never 

holds her head high, or greets you with a sour face^ or 
13 
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wealries you with endless tales of scandal. Bnt she 19 
a meAodist. AVhat I like, my dear Violet, is. modera- 
tion. Attend to your religion in your own chamber, 
and don't trouble other people with it ; enjoy yourself 
while you have youth and health, and don't set your- 
self against innocent amusements; and, above all, 
don't take upon yourself to come and lecture one who 
knew all about these things before you Were bom. For 
though I love you, and smile upon you, and do not get 
seriously angry, still I think you are very silly — ^I 
give you credit for very little sense. I am for keeping 
on good terms with the world while I am in it, and I 
would have you do the same." 

" But we shall have to leave the world — we shall 
receive a summons which we must obey," said Violet, 
gravely. ^^ We must meet death, and, after death, 
the judgment." 

A shade of thoughtfulness passed over the old 
lady's pleasing face, but the next moment it was gone. 
She made no reply to Violet's observations, but 
turned the subject, with an adroitness of which she 
was a complete mistress. 

'^ You will make, at least, an excellent clergy- 
man's wife, my sweet child," she said, with one of 
her blandest smiles. '' It has only just occurred to 
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me to congratulate you on the excellent preferment 
which Mr. Forester has obtained. The good bishop 
shall have my best thanks, and you and Mr. Forester 
have my warmest congratulations, and my best wishes 
for your happiness." 

' "That I am sure of," said Violet, " but you are 
rather precipitate in your congratulations, for nothing 
is yet fixed about our marriage. You might rest 
assured that few would have heard of it before 
yourself." 

" Thank you, my dear Violet, for this kind pro- 
mise. I do not doubt but I shall be among the first of 
your friends to hear of the happy event. And don't 
forget, when Mr. Forester comes to the deanery, 
that I have never seen him, and that whatever en- 
gagements I may have, I shall certainly put them off 
to dine with you, and meet him. He is, I am told, a 
very pleasing young man, though, like yourself, too 
much of an enthusiast. Howevcjr, let that be as it 
may, I shall love him for your sake. I mean to be at 
your wedding, Violet, and I shall insist on giving you 
your wedding dress. Since I lost your mother, who 
was my dearest friend, I have given all the love of my 
heart to you and Laura, and you will be the heirs to 
tihe property I leave. I wish it were more for your 
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sake ; but as my jointure dies with me and goes to 
the present Lord Compton's estate, I have but my 
savings and my goods and chattels to leave you, with 
a few jewels of some value, which I suppose you will 
never wear now you have become a methodist ; but 
methodist or not, yon and your sister are as dear to 
me as if you were my own children." 

Lady Compton was generally considered to be the 

person of most importance inZ , though there had 

been a kind of rivalry between herself and the wife 
of the late bishop— a rivalry which had died away 
with Mrs. Lulworth, for Mrs. Temple had no desire to 
take a prominent place in the society there. During 
Lord Compton's lifetime, they had spent part of the 

year at the fine old family mansion in Z ; and on 

his death, the house and a large jointure had been left 
by him to his widow, for her life. The situation of 
Compton Grrange, though it might be said to be al- 
most in the town, was beautiful and imposing. The 
park, though not extensive, was adorned with magni- 
ficent trees. Its pines and cedars, and avenues of 
elms, were reckoned the finest in the county. The 
mansion was a huge mass of red brick ; but having 
been built by an Italian architect, partly in the Palla- 
dian style, there was an air of heavy grandeur about 
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it, which was muoh admired. The whole domain 
was kept up in admirable order, as Lady Compton's 
energetic mind directed everything. 

Though her youth was long past, Lady Compton 
was still a peculiarly elegant person, and her affable 
and courteous manners had made her a general 
favorite with all ranks in the old city of Z— — . 

At the death of her husband, which took place 

the year after the bishop came to Z , she had 

taken up her residence altogether at Compton Grrange, 
from which she had been absent only during her long 
sojourn at Bath. Though in habit of daily inter- 
course with the upper class of society at Z , she 

was not on terms of intimacy with any family but 
that of the dean. Not that she assumed any impor- 
tance from her superior rank ; but she had little 
toleration for the prejudices of the gossiping and card- 
playing coteries of the old cathedral town. She had 
been educated in a French convent, and had visited 
several of the foreign courts, and for many years after 
her marriage had always passed the season in London ; 
and had it not been for her hospitality, her great 
good-humor, apd her real kindness of disposition, she 
would not have obtained the influence she possessed 
at Z . There, however, she reigned as a little 
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queen. No parties were reckoned so pleasant, no 
dinners so well dressed, as those at Compton Granget 
no rooms so elegant as those of Lady Compton. She 
had the talent of making her gaests pleased with 
themselves. ^* How is it," she was sometimes asked, 
^'that you can pay so much attention to the most 
tiresome people, and listen to their dull remarks, and 
take the trouble of making yourself so agreeable to 
them ? " And then she would reply : ^' It pleases me 
to see them in good humor, and a few kind words 
are easily spoken." 

She was of the world, and the world loved her as 
its own ; and she was a favorite of the world, for she 
did not give olfence by pride, or irritate by ill-humor. 
Her purse was open to the poor, and her house to the 
rich ; and though her equipage and her style of dress 
and manners wore regarded as something unapproach- 
able by her many admirers, her unaffected ease and 
kindness made her acceptable to all. She uncon- 
sciously exhibited a contrast, which made her appear to 
great advantage, between the circumstances of wealth 
and grandeur by which she was surrounded, and her 
own simplicity and disregard of those circumstances. 
Her coach with four black horses, her tall powdered 
footmen, in th^ir rich liveries, might wear the appear- 
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anoe of pride and grandeur ; but she herself was 
neither grand nor proud. Her pleasant smiles and 
pleasant voice won for her golden opinions from all 
sorts of people ; and she did not conoeai the pleasure 
she felt in beikig so general a favorite. She sought 
her reward from the world — and — she had her re- 
ward ! 



" I hope you have no dislike to the scent of 
orange flowers," said Lady Compton. *' I suppose my 
early associations with France make me so partial to 
them. One of my guests last night complained that 
the perfume oppressed her." 

" I am quite of your ladyship's opinion," replied 
Miss Danby, " and was observing to my niece, as we 
entered the room, what a delicious fragrance was 
diffused around." 

" But where is Violet ? " said Lady Compton. " I 
am delighted to see you, my dear child," turning to 
Laura ; ** but it seems strange indeed always to meet 
you without your sister." 

" To-night," said Miss Danby emphatically, " a 
prior engagement really deprives my younger niece 
and my brother of the pleasure of waiting upon your 
ladyship. They are spending the evening at the 
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palaoe, where they went to meet Mr. Forester at diOf 
ner. You know he is a favorite there, and there it 
was that Violet first made his aoqaaintance." 

They were standing at one of the windows of a 
deep recess in Lady Comptcm's spacions salocm, which 
opened upon a baloony filled with tubs of orange-trees 
.in full blossom. It was a bright moonlight night, and 
the shining leaves and ivory blossoms glistened in the 
silvery moonbeams. Beyond them, the open glades of 
the small but beautiful park were flooded with the 
same soft light, and here and there graceful groups oi 
deer were distinctly seen reposing. Still further on, 
the river, like a broad belt of silver, bounded the park. 
The opposite banks were crowned by a grove of lofty 
pines, whose dark and heavy foliage stood boldly out 
from the deep blue sky. The night was calm, and 
the air soft and balmy ; and the rich full notes of tiie 
nightingale broke upon the stillness of that sweet 
summer evening. 

^' What a lovely scene !" said Laura ; '^ one would 
never be tired of standing here and gazing at it." 

" Very true, my dear," said Lady Corapton. " I 
should be quite disposed to stay and admire it with 
you ; for, old as I am, I have a romantic f<mdness for 
all that is beautiful in nature. But your aunt will 
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agree with me, that we mast no longer turn onr 

backs upon the pleasant company assembled within." 

And, passing her arm through that of Miss Danby, 

she added : ^^ Come, let us go and make ourselves as 

agreeable as we can to the guests of the evening.'^ 

But she stopped, and turning to Laura, she said, ^' I 

had nearly forgotten that there is amusement for you 

here; " and she opened a folio volume, richly bound 

,in gilded morocco, which lay upon a table in the 

recess. " There, my dear child, you can settle yourself 

quietly, as long as you like, in this favorite nook of 

yours, since you dislike cards as much as the rest of 

the party enjoy them. Very proper, I allow, at your 

age. You are such an admirer of G-reuze," she 

added, turning over a leaf or two of the volume as 

she spoke, " that I wrote to Paris and ordered every 

engraving of his pictures to be sent me. You will 

find some charming things here. They only came 

to-day, just in time to be a pleasant surprise to you. 

You see whose book it is," she added, pointing to 

Laura's name, which she had written on the fly-leaf 

of the volume ; " don't forget to order the servants to 

put it into your carriage when you go. The other 

volume is for Violet. It is a work on flowers, and 

much admired, for the plates are exquisitely colored. 
13* 
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I wish, my dear child," she said in a whisper, " you 
and your sister would wear a shade of powder in yoor 
hair, it would become you vastly ; and you will soon 
be deemed quite rustic without it." And just touch- 
ing the blooming cheek of the gentle girl with her 
fan, she said : ^^ Come, Miss Danby, let me find yon a 
table. Will you play at whist, or ombre or piquet?" 
Laura followed the graceful old lady with her 
eyes, as she glided about the room, now stopping to 
speak to one or another of her guests, now arranging 
a party at one of the many card-tables which were set 
out in the saloon and the adjoining apartment, and at 
last seating herself with a few of her favorites at 
quadrille. It was the first time that Laura had seen 
the rooms since they had been refurnished ; and the 
richness and elegance of everything around, bore 
testimony to the wealth and the admirable taste of 
the noble owner. The hangings of sea-green silk, the 
immense pier-glasses, which reflected and multiplied 
the numerous lights clearly burning in the crystal 
chandeliers, the few choice pictures, the rare china, 
the costly furniture, and other ornaments of various 
kinds, and the profusion of fresh and lovely flowers, 
presented a rare assemblage of luxury and splendor ; 
and she who sate there, the possessor of all, and the 
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life and promoter of that scene of pleasure, blazing 
with diamonds, and bending her plumed head, as she 
turned smiling from time to time on every side, was 
regarded by many of those present as one of the most 
favored and fortunate of human beings, and envied as 
the mistress of a world of enjoyment. Laura sat 
alone and thoughtful in the recess, wondering at the 
stillness which had succeeded to the hum of voices 
and the rustle of silks, now that all present were 
intently occupied at their several card-tables; and 
turned her eyes alternately on the calm and lovely 
scene without — ^the fresh and fragrant orange-trees 
glistening in the moonlight, and on the sparkling but 
artificial scene within, hearing alternately only some 
short and sudden exclamation from one or other of 
the card players, or the clear and thrilling notes of the 
nightingale. 

" Is Violet right or wrong," she said to herself, 
" in renouncing, as she has done, such society as that 
which I see before me ? " and she recalled her sister's 
words, when she had been setting before her the vanity, 
the folly, the waste of time, the spirit of gambling, 
the forgetfulness of Grod, which prevailed among them. 
** Observe only the expression on every face," her 
sister had said, ^'and see how the very amusement 
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vrhieh they have chosen stirs up some bad and de- 
grading passion of the human heart." ^* How tnie, 
how very true," said Laara, as her eye glanced from 
one face to another ; '< Yiolet is right, at least in say- 
ing that there is no real enjoyment in such pursuits. 

* 

And yet we have never been accustomed to see any- 
thing wrong in them ; but then, we have never been 
accustomed, until lately, to hear the Word of God 
faithfully preached ; we have never been taught to 
test everything by that one standard. I cannot for- 
get — and why should I wish to do so — ^that sermon 
which we heard so lately from Mr. Harington ; the 
text itself was a sermon ; and how strikingly it bears 
upon what I see before me to-night : ^ Prove all things ; 
hold fast that which is good.' That which is good," 
she repeated to herself, ^' would that I had the courage 
which my sister has shown ; but I am a coward at 
heart, and ashamed to own what I really feel. And 
thus I hesitate, and despise myself for doing so." 

Such was the train of thought into which Laura 
had fallen. As she awoke from it, and was beginning 
to turn over the beautiful engravings in the volume 
which lay open before her, supper was announced ; 
and most of the party soon after rose up, and the 
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mingled sound of their long-hnshed voices was again 
heard. 

"Well, ray dear child," said Lady Corapton^ 
coining up to her, "you must have been very deso- 
late, to have been left here all alone. I have been 
quite uneasy about you. I wish I could amuse you 
better; but we can have no music this evening, unless 
you will favor us by singing that beautiful air of 
Gluck's which I brought you from Paris ? " 

" Not to-night, dear Lady Compton," replied 
Laura. " My singing would afford amusement to no 
one but yourself; and I can come and sing to you, as 
long as you please to-morrow." 

" To-morrow never comes," said Lady Compton. 
" But you are right ; the present company are most 
of them inveterate card-players, and would care as 
little for your sweet songs, as they have done for the 
song of the nightingale, which we heard when stand- 
ing at this window an hour ago." 

•' And which," said Laura, ** has continued «ver 
since, though the notes are now drowned by the 
voices around us." 

" Charming indeed ! " said Lady Compton. "And 
so you have been listening to the nightingale all the 
while. I, for my part, was so intent upon my game. 
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that I heard nothing but old Mrs. Boaverie's short 
screafn of dismay, as she lost game after game ; and 
raw nothing but the twinkle of old Colonel Sharpe's 
Ugly eyes, as they gleamed with pleasure at our suc- 
cess — for he was my partner. A worthy man, and 
vastly agreeable, when he wins ; but a furious crea- 
ture when he loses. Tell me, my dear Laura, \{ you 
admire my diamonds? I wear them to please some of 
my guests, who like to see one fine ; but I am in bad 
taste, to be thus over-dressed. It was for you and 
your sister that I had them reset. They will be yours 
when anything happens to me.'' 

Laura raised her eyes, — not to the dazzling ear* 
rings and stomacher of the kind-hearted old lady, but 
to her face ; and a shudder came over her as she did 
so. "You are not well," she said; "I am sure you 
are ill!" 

" Why do you say so, my dear Laura ? " But she 
quickly added : " You are right ; I cannot describe to 
you how I feel at this moment. I was indeed, very ill 
an hour before my company assembled. My »roman 
thought me imprudent in persisting on receiving them. 
But I soon rallied, after taking a cordial medicine. I 
must own to you that my spirits have been forced 
during the whole evening ; it has been a fatiguing 
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effort to attend to these people. Come, make room 
for me beside you on the sofa till your aunt has finish* 
ed her game ; her's is, I see the last table. Don't 
alarm yourself about me," she added soon after ; "I 
am better now, and a glass of wine will quite restore 
me. One must attend to one's guests, and endeavor 
to make them all happy." 

" Not if you are to suffer in doing so," said Laura, 
affectionately. '' I begin to fear that the excitement 
of these parties isr too much for you, dear madam." 

" You are mistaken, child. I live on exoitemen1>— 
I need it — I must have it — I should die without it ! " 

These last words were spoken in a hurried man* 
ner, and almost harshly, at least Laura thought so, 
when she recalled them afterwards ; at the time, the 
impression was momentary, for the old lady added, in 
her usual kind voice : " we will talk about my ail- 
ments to-morrow." 

"Why not to night?" replied Laura. "Imay 
say, as you did just now, * To-morrow never comes.' 
I wish you would let me take you to your room. 
I wish you would retire for the night, and leave my 
aunt, or any one else, to attend to your company." 

" I shall do no such thing, silly child," said Lady 
Compton, rising. " The game is ended, and your aunt 
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is ooraing towards us. G-ive me yoar arm, and we 
will go down to supper ; and then get me, as soon as 
you please, a glass of wine, and yon will see how well 
I shall be ; for I so seldom take wine, that when I do, 
its effect is magical." 

The wine proved, as Lady Compton had foretold, a 
powerful restorative ; and Laura began to dismiss her 
uneasy and anxious feelings, when she saw the ghastli* 
ness of her friend's countenance disappear, and felt the 
icy coldness of her hand exchanged for a glowing 
warmth. 

The party soon returned to the saloon, and Lady 
Compton was again seated at her card-table. Laura 
now took her place beside her. 

'^ This is very kind, ray sweet girl,'' she said, 
with a look of pleased affection. 

" Your ladyship will be sure to win," exclaimed 
the vulgar and pompous Dr. Hornbeam, who was now 
her partner, as he shuffled the cards. '^With the 
good wishes of the charming Miss Laura, we may cal- 
culate upon success." 

" Attend to the business before you, my good doc- 
tor, and don't waste the time in compliments," said a 
very testy old gentlewoman. Lady Betty Myddleton ; 
^^ when I sit down to play, I like to give my whole 



BABKESTNBSS. %^ 



TBind to what I am about. And don't be so oonfident 
of success," she added, with what was intended for a 
laugh, shaking her fan at him with a threatening ges- 
ture, " for, mark ray words, you shall lose this game." 

Silence again succeeded, broken only by the usual 
short ejaculations, which were part of the business, as 
Lady Betty called it, of the game ; till she cried, with 
a shrill voice of spiteful triumph : " There, doctor, I 
am a true prophet ; you've lost, and I have won!" 

But suddenly the attention of all the party was 
called to Lady Compton. She had attempted to rise, 
but had fallen back in her arm-chair. 

<^ Laura, my dear Laura," she said, with a gasp- 
ing voice, " quick, quick — more wine — and I shall be 
quite well." 

Laura flew rather than ran — she returned instantly 
with the wine. The old lady's eyes were closed. 
Miss Dauby was leaning over her, and the rest of the 
party were^rowding raund. 

^' let «ie pass ! " said Laura ; ^' I must pass. 
The wine is here — drink, pray drink, dear Lady 
Compton." 

The old lady opened her eyes with a bewildered 
stare. She took the glass in her cold and trembling 
hand ; she raised it with difficulty to her ashy lips— 
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but she did raise it — and she drank the whole con- 
tents. '^ There!" she said, suddenly raising herself, 
and laughing; "there, }'oa see how well I am! — I 
never felt better in my life ! " — ^and — she fell dead. 

A terrible scene of confusion succeeded ; but not 
many minutes had elapsed, when Violet Danby rushed 
into the room, followed by the dean. It was not late. 
They had remained for family prayers at the palace, 
and had ordered the carriage to drive round by Comp- 
ton Grrange on their way hom^, that they might take 
up Miss Danby and Laura, as they had agreed to do. 

They found Laura almost sinking to the ground 
under the weight of the senseless body, which she 
had raised as she knelt. She was supporting tiie 
head on her bosom, and turned from side to side 
entreating that some one would assist her to carry 
Lady Compton to a sofa. But all seemed to have 
lost their self-possession. They looked bewildered and 
terrified, but they did nothing. Some, indeed, were 
hurrying out of the room; and one of two, while 
uttering load exclamations of horror, were still stand- 
ing by the card-tables, and gathering up the gold 
which thev had won. 

"Is there no one present that can bleed?" cried 
Laura. There was no reply. " Has no one a lancet — 
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a penknife ? " No one answered. " Violet, dear 
Yiolet," she cried, as her sister entered, " oome to me ! 
Father, you will help us to lift this dear creature, and 
lay her on the sofa. But stop, let her be first bled ; 
if a vein is opened, she may yet revive — ^she cannot 
be quite dead. It was but a minute ago that she said 
she was quite well — that she never felt better in her 
life. No, no, she cannot be really dead ! " 

The dean said nothing, but quietly putting aside 
the penknife which was offered him, he took out his 
pocket-book, and produced a lancet. With a firm 
hand, he opened a vein in the temple. A few drops 
of blood followed from the incision, and Laura uttered 
an exclamation of joy. But not another drop flowed 
from the orifice. No signs of life reappeared on the 
distorted and pallid features. 

They had scarcely laid the body on the sofa in the 
recess near the open window, when Dr. Howard and 
Miss Danby entered the room. Miss Danby was the 
only person in the room, with the exception of Laura, 
who had acted with promptness and decision. She 
had told her niece to lay Lady Compton on a sofa near 
an open window, and lelt the room, saying that she 
would go herself for Dr. Howard. 

The doctor shook his head. He placed his finger 
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on the wrist of the oold, clammy hand, and made some 
efforts to restore life; but all was ineffectaal. No 
human skill, as he told them, had he been even 
present at the time of the attack, conld have saved 
her. Her death had been instantaneous. He retired 
with the dean, to consalt as to what steps should be 
taken before they left the house. 

Laura and Violet stood gazing upon the lifeless 
body. It was an appalling spectacle which they beheld. 
The mockery of that costly attire, — ^those brilliant 
jewels,— the broken and trailing feathers on that dis- 
ordered head-dress, — ^the rouge upon that ghastly face, 
making it appear only more frightfully pallid, — ^and 
the mouth distorted and drawn aside ; — ^they turned 
away : the sight was too terrible, and too affecting ! 
It was a relief to see their aunt re-enter. She had 
quitted the room with Lady Compton's maid, and they 
were now returning with others of the servants, to 
carr^ the dead body to the chamber of the deceased. 
For a few moments, the two girls lingered in that splen- 
did saloon ; not an hour had passed, since it was filled 
with a vain and frivolous throng, intent only upon 
their own amusement, and as unprepared for the sum- 
mons which had so suddenly overtaken one of them, 
as she who had received it. 
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Those rooms were now quite deserted — ^they were 
all gone. Not one of those cold-hearted and selfish 
guests remained — they had turned from the chamber 
of death, only occupied with one desire,-^to get away. 
But still the lights were burning with undiminished 
brilliancy ; still the rich furniture, the beautiful pic- 
tures, the vases of flowers, the card tables, the gilded 
but empty chairs, and all the signs of splendor, and 
wealth, and luxury were reflected and multiplied as 
before, by the broad pier glasses which almost lined 
the walls of those elegant apartments, — ^all remained 
unchanged — and still the rich odors of the orange 
blossoms were wafted in through the open windows 
upon the soft breezes of that sweet summer night — * 
still the moon shone in the deep blue sky with all her 
peerless majesty^-still the full, clear, thrilling notes 
of the nightingale sounded with all their former sweet- 
ness. But she who had been so lately in the full 
enjoyment of all these earthly good things, and' had 
lived, alas, in careless security, unmindful of that 
gracious Being who had poured them in such lavish 
profusion around her — she, from whom lioae of them 
had ever been taken away, up to the last moment of 
her earthly existence, had been, herself, suddenly 
witlidrawn from the midst of them all ; her immortal 
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spirit had been sammoned away to its great account; 
that night her soul had been required of her. 



*' All that has happened still seems to me like a 
strange and troubled dream," said Laura to her sister, 
when they were conversing together upon that one 
engrossing subject. ^^ I cannot realise it. I cannot 
yet think, with coherence, upon the events that passed 
before me. It was a thoughtful evening, however, to 
me from the time I entered the room. I had no 
enjoyment from anything but from the lovely scene 
without, as I sate in the recess where you and I have 
so often passed our mornings and evenings since we 
were children, with our dear, kind Lady Compton. 
How entertaining she used ijo be, Violet ! how sensi- 
bly she conversed ; what a fund of information she 
always had at command; and how pleasantly the 
hours passed away while she taught us some of her 
beautiful work ; she excelled every one in all kinds of 
work. Dear Violet,'* she added after a long pause, 
" I have been trying to recall a single observation 
from her lips, which referred to any state beyond this 
present passing world ; all seemed bounded to her, as 
by a bright horizon, by things temporal. I fear she 
did not care to look beyond this, our present state of 
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existence* Do you remember anything, Violet, any- 
thing that she ever said to you, which might lead you 
to conclude that she lived in secret (for we know she 
did not openly) to God ? Oh,^ it would be such an 
inexpressible consolation to be able to believe that she 
sometimes thought or cared to think of Him, ancl 
look to Him who gave His life to redeem us from our 
vanity, and folly, and sin ! " 

" No, my own dear sister," said Violet, mournfully, 
** no ! I have been also occupied with like thoughts. 
I was so before you spoke. I have been also trying, 
but in vain, to recall some single word which might 
throw a gleam of hope over the dark, dark cloud which 
hangs over her present state ; but on the contrary, the 
more I think of her whom we both loved so truly and 
so tenderly, the more wretched and hopeless I become. 
Alas, I fear her mind was tainted with that wretched 
infidelity which is so common in her favorite France, 
and, which, as the bishop was lately saying, can exer- 
cise itself alike in the most daring speculations or in 
the most elegant and playful fancies, sometimes ap- 
pearing with a malignity like that of a demon of 
darkness, at other times as slightly and delicately 
defined as an aerial vision of angelic loveliness — Satan 
transformed into an angel of light. Surely it was only 
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under such aa influenoe that our lamented friend 
could have been so fearfully and fatally blinded to the 
pure light of heavenly truth. But perhaps I am mis- 
taken — ^perhaps she was not what my fears have 
imagined her to have been, a secret unbeliever ; and 
yet some words have at times escaped her — I reipem- 
ber them too well-»-which betrayed more than a mere 
thoughtless indifference to religion." 

'< But she attended at church," said Laura. ''She 
was never habitually absent." 

'' Yes,,Laura, she paid an outward reverence to the 
forms of religion : with her notions of propriety, and 
her deference to public (pinion, she could not have 
done otherwise : but we mast not deceive ourselves, 
much as we loved her, we must not suffer ourselves to 
be deluded by our hopes and wishes — ^we must dare 
to see the character of our lost and lamented friend 
in the clear light of simple truth ; and ah, I fear we 
can only read it as described in those awful words of 
Holy Scripture : * Having no hope, and without G-od 
in the world ! ' " Slowly and mournfully these last 
words were spoken, and from the downcast eyes of 
her who spoke them, the tears fell heavily and fast. 
'' Laura, dear Laura," she added, as she laid her head 
upon her sister's shoulder, '' it is an agonising thought 
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''^Having' no hope — but is it true ? Ah, is it not too 

true ? " 

^^ Let us dwell upon it," said the gentle Laura, 
" only with reference to ourselves. We, or rather I, 
dear Violet, (for it applies not to you,) have had a les- 
son which must never be forgotten, never effaced from 
my mind. Pray for me, dear sister, join your prayers 
to mine, that from this hour I may live to God— that I 
may be as resolute to do what is right in His sight, 
as true to Him, as devoted to His service as yourself, 
and as our lovely and admirable friend, Grertrude 
Temple." 

" You are right, Laura," said her sister, "in wish- 
ing to be like her ; to follow Grertrude, as she follows 
our Blessed Lord. Would that we both possessed 
more of that sweet, retiring humility, which gives 
so peculiar a grace to her character! How much, 
indeed, we owe to the example of that family. We 
never saw what true religion is, till Gertrude and her 
parents came among us. I often wonder how it is that 
any one can resist the influence of piety, and good- 
ness, and kindness of heart so genuine. One thing, 
however, begins to be plainly seen, that where thay 
fail to win the affections, they command the respect 

of all. What may not be produced by the influenoe 
14 
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and the example of one truly pious finmiiy I Everj 
day the effect seems to me to be spreading on all sides, 
and among all classes of persons in this plaoe and 
neighborhood." 



( 



CHAPTER XVI, 



''But thou, O maa of God, flee these things ; and follow after righteous- 
ness, godliness, faith, love, patience, meekness. Fight the good 
fight of £Euth; lay hold on eternal life, whereunto thou art also 
caUed.**— 1 Tul vi 11-12. 



" You ask me, my valued friend, a searching ques- 

■r 

tion," said the bishop to the aged pastor Haller, " but 
I reply to you without hesitation. The spirit in 
which I endeavor to pursue my course is that of ear- 
nestness. I would watch ; I would pray ; I would 
strive, and I trust I do, though with a deep conscious- 
ness of continual short-comings, and many back- 
slidings, to go forward — nay, to press forward in a 
spirit oi increasing earnestness. May I not sayj with 
the inspired Apostle, prefacing the words as he did in 
ihis humility, * I count not myself to have apprehended : 
but this one thing I do ; forgetting those things which 
are behind, and reaching forth unto those things 
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which are before, I press towards the mark ? ' Bnt I 
will own to you that I am very often weighed down, 
and almost overwhelmed, by the awfal responsibility 
which attaches to my office ; and I sometimes long to 
yield to my cowardly fears, and flee away, and give 
up the charge which I have undertaken." 

''Who is there," replied the pastor, ''among the 
honored instruments of the Lord, that has not been at 
times bowed down by this spirit of self-distrust ? yes, 
and yielded till it assumed a sinful character ? Bat 
though it evidently proceeds from want of faith, few, 
if any, men like ourselves would be in a safe state, if 
they were altogether without it But we must learn 
to discriminate between humility and want of fadth, 
between distrust of self, and distrust of Him who work- 
eth all in all in us, and whose grace is all-sufficient to 
supply the utmost necessity of His servant. This dift- 
trust was surely sinful, even in Hoses, when he made 
answer unto God, and said : ' But behold, they will 
not believe me, nor hearken unto my voice.' And 
when we read the account of his repeated refusals to 
obey the command, and to accept »he charge which 
the Lord committed to him, we wonder at the patience 
and goodness of Grod in bearing with him ; we wonde^r, 
indeied, that he was not left in the wilderness, the 
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known and nnhonored servant of his father'^in-iaw 
Jeihro. Beware of this spirit, my dear friend. I 
trust, indeed, from what you have already said, that 
you do not suffer yourself to yield to it." 

" I do trust," replied the bishop, mildly, " that, 
G-od helping me, I do not, and shall not, yield to it ; 
but we may confess to a friend like yourself, the in- 
firmities which are concealed from olhers." 

<< I tell you frankly,'' said the old man, ^' that I do 
not envy you the position in which you are placed ; 
nor do I approve the circumstances by which you are 
surrounded; this spacious and grand residence, for 
instance, and the large establishment which you are 
obliged, I suppose, to keep up." 

''You are not perhaps the best judge of these 
things," replied the bishop, with a quiet smile. " I 
can understand your objections, as a pastor of the Lu> 
theran Church, to our episcopal ministry." 

" I do not approve," continued the pastor, " of the 
possession of so much power, as that which is entrusted 
to you. I should dread the abuse of it, in the haildft 
of most men. I am happy to find, from all that I 
^have as yet seen and heard, that my remarks cannot 
apply to yourself individually ; for which I commend 
not you, but the grace of Odd in you. But if I should 



318 XARFS8TirB88. 



peroeiye any appearanoe of pride or presomptioa in 
you, will yoa bear with me and forgive me, if I deal 
£Biithfally with you, and condemn the sin with all 
plainness of speech ? ^ 

*^ Kind, true friand," said the bishop, his counte- 
nance beaming with affection, and his voice trembling 
with emotion, '^ how much I love you ! how heartily 
I thank you for speaking thus to me ! You have not 
only my free permission, but, I repeat, my warmest 
gratitude for the promise which you make me — ^for as 
a promise I regard it— that you will not consent to 
suffer sin in me. Yes, speak plainly, faithfully, on all 
occasions; rebuke me sharply, whenever you see 
cause to do so. And I, for my part, promise I will 
only love you the better for so doing. I know what it 
must cost you, with your gentle spirit, to deal thus 
faithfully with me. And tell me," he added, ^' have 
you seen anything as yet— I dare say you have— 
which you do not approve in me ? Fray tell me, for 
we are often the last to discover our own faults and 
iaiUngs?" 

^^ No," replied the good old man, with an affeo* 
tionate^mile, " I have seen nothing in yourself, or ini 
any of your beloved family — nothing but what has 
drawn the love of my heart more closely to you, and 
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inoreased the admiration and respect .1 have always 
felt for you. I have seen, indeed, with great thank- 
fulness to Him who is iho source and spring of all that 
is right and good and lovely in His people, that spirit 
of earnestness, of whioh you spoke. Of yourself, now 
that I am speaking to yourself, I will say nothing 
more; but I may tell you with what delight I have 
beheld the spiritual growth of your dear^^nd admirable 
wife, and your sweet, modest daughter. They are 

what a bishop's wife and child ought to be. There is 

ft 
nothing of vanity or lightmindedness about them; 

and yet, what an engaging sweetness adorns that sin* 

gleness of purpose, that transparent truthfulness of 

oharaoter, whioh distinguishes them ! How diligent 

and active in all labors of love and works of piety I 

Your excellent wife, always first and foremost to pro* 

mote and to carry out every plan for the real welfare 

of those around her ; so dignified and self-possessed, 

and at the same time so unaffectedly humble, in 

maintaining her proper place ! And your Q-ertrude, 

silently, with all meekness and lowliness, keeping 

also the daughter's place by her mother's side ! I have 

lieen now settled in this my new home for more than 

three months, and I have had some time to observe 

much ; but I have heard more from my beloved Fer- 
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dinuid, and ffpm othen whoae aeqoainteiioe I hate 

I 

made ; and Mi' bear <Hie and the same testimeay to 
yofor wife and daughter. Many eyes are npon them. 
Some hare watehed for their halting ; hot their Chris- 
tian OMisifltenoy is allowed and oommended by ail. 
Yoa are truly blessed in them. * I was much struck 
by the remark 6f that singular but roost saperunr man, 
who is so ofi^ with us— that strange, bat gifited 
genius, Mr. D^by, a severe censor, as yoa well know, 
thoogh a man of a troly Christian spirit in the main. 
* What do I think of Mrs. Temple and her daughter? ' 
he said, in answer *to s6me unmeaning questioa, pat 
to him by one of your prebendaries' wives, a lady of a 
very smooth and flattering tongue on most oocasionS) 
but one who at times betrays unoonscionsly the bit- 
terness of her inward spirit— a Mrs. Hornbeam; 
^ What do I think of my new Mends, as you term 
them, madam ? Why, this is what I think, that I 
see in them what I wish I oould see in all belonging 
to their sex and mine, madam. They visit the father- 
less and widows in their afBiotion, and they keep 
themselves unspotted from the world ! This, madam} 
as you are well aware, is what the Apostle James 
describes as pure religion, and undefiled before Crod 
and the Father.' " 
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The conversation was here interrupted by the 
entrance of a servant, who announced the dean and a 
Mr. Archer, a well-known architect. The latter had 
brought with him some drawings of various improve- 
ments proposed by the dean in the interior of the 
cathedral ; among others, the restoration of the bishop's 
throne to its original form. The dean was full of the 
subject of his proposed restorations ; and the architect 
spoke clearly and learnedly, in the language of his 
peculiar lore, of the styles and orders of Grothio archi- 
tecture, proving to his hearers that various parts of 
the cathedral had not been finished according to the 
original designs of its builders, and showing how some 
of the most beautiful portions of the interior had been 
disfigured, in the reigns of Elizabeth and the first 
James. 

The bishop listened with smiling patience to the 
suggestions of his visitors; and 0ty went away 
pleased with his approval of their projected improve- 
ments. 

The pastor Haller had scarcely spoken, and that 

only when appealed to, during their stay ; and then 

he had only declared th&t he knew nothing of any 

style of architecture; a remark which excited the 

astonishment of the dean, and was received with' a 
14» 
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gpod-humored but pitying smile from the learned 
architect, who had also exhibited the drawing which 

he had made, by the order of the Duke of C , for a 

new chapel at Steeplyii, a drawing which he said 
had been much admired by the Honorable Horace 
Walpole. 

AVhen they were gone, the pastor Haller still sat 
in a grave silenoe, and the bishop, after regarding his 
benevolent but thoughtful countenance for some little 
time, said : 

<< You make me somewhat curious, my dear friend, 
to know what is passing in your mind ; for I am sure, 
by your looks, that you could say something about 
the subject of the visit we have just received, if you 
would." 

" Shall I tell you ? " he replied. " Yes, I will ; I 
shall tell you, plainly, I do not like all this animated 
discussion abouf l|rches, and columns, and tombs, and 
rich tracery, and bishops' thrones. It is all well 

enough for your Duke of C , and for other men of 

rank and nobility in the world ; but I do not like it in 
the Church and in the followers of the lowly' Jesus. 
I do not like a bishop's pulpit, or a bishop's pew — 
which is it? I believe it is both, and serves both pur- 
poses-^to be called a throne, any more than I like 
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this old house to be called a palace. What has a. 
bishop to do with thrones and palaces ? His throne 
should be the hearts of his people, his only palace the . 
heavenly mansions of his Lord and Grod, which the 
great Shepherd and Bishop of our souls — the Lord of 
glory — ^has gone to prepare for the poorest and lowliest 
of his followers ; and to which every bishop — and all 
Christian preachers are bishops— should seek through 
Christ to lead his flock. And I do not like," he added 
simply, " to hear you, my humble-hearted friend and 
brother, called ' my lord.' 0, I am wearied to hear 
those words so often repeated as I always hear them, — 
palace, and throne, and my lord." 

" Perhaps," replied the bishop with a mild gravity, 
**I am of your opinion, my good friend and brother; 
and were those terms now used for the first time, I 
should repudiate, and disclaim them as heartily as 
you do. They are, I suppose, the relics of a former 
age, unguardedly retained in our Church. As such I 
own I have been accustomed to regard, or, I may add, 
to disregard them." 

" Say, rather, replied the aged Q-erman, " they 
savor of the times when popery and priestcraft were 
dominant in this island-home of yours, and when a 
proud hierarchy availed themselves of their superior 
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edacation, to establish and extend their dominion over 
the minds and consciences of their ignorant cotmtry- 
men. Then, I sappose, it was that the bishops called 
iheir houses palaces, and their pnlpits thrones; while 
their servile dependents bowed the knee to them, and 
called them lords." 

^^ It may, or it may not have been so, my friend," 
said the bishop calmly. " I am, indeed, too indifferent 
to inquire : I only know that such times are by-gone 
times, and past, I trust, ^for ever. The Church of 

England has thrown off the yoke of corrupt and idola* 
trous Rome. As our thirty-seventh article declares : 
* The bishop of Rome hath no jurisdiction in this 
realm of England.' Englishmen of all ranks, from 
the nobleman and the bishop to the artizan and the 
ploughman, and women too, have gone with a meek 
boldness to the stake, when called upon to yield to 
error, or to compromise the truth as it is in Jesus on 
any vital and essential point* Nay, on the great ques- 
tion which stirred this nation to its depths — ^in those 
days of papal persecution — ^the Church of England 
has come forth from its ordeal, purer, and more true 
to Holy Scripture, than your own Lutheran churches, 
in which the doctrine of consubstantiation is main- 
tained, half-sister, I may call it, to the old Romish 
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heresy of- transubstantiation. I cannot but think," 
he continued, '' that your churches would have been 
in a much more healthy and vigorous state, had they 
adopted a system of church government more like that 
of England ; but, . be that as it may, I agree most 
heartily with you in denouncing pride and pomp and 
grandeur in the higher orders of the clergy, to what* 
ever church they may belong. Men will, I fear, how- 
ever, be always found so foolish and so sinful, as to 
abuse the opportunities aiforded them by the circum- 
stances in which the providence of God, yes, and even 
the call of Christ, has placed them, — from the traitor, 
Judas, to the present times. As to the title of * lord,' 
to which you object, I confess that I was only recon- 
ciled to it by considering that I share it in common 
with the other peers of the realm, and from the position 
that I occupy in the upper house of our Parliament. 
Were I not a member of that house, I cannot think 
that as a bishop I should have any excuse for answer- 
ing to this title which is so offensive to you. One 
word more, dear friend,, with regard to the * palace ' 
and the * throne.' I speak with all deference to your age 
and to your opinion — would it not be as much a proof 
of over-sensitiveness, or of weakness of mind in me, 
if I were to make myself particular by a scrupuloua 
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objeotioa to mere oamesi as if I were to attach undae 
importance to them? I do assure you, that I have 
long ceased to think of this palace, as they call it, ia 
any other light than as a large, stately, but somewhat 
incommodious mansion ; and as to my * throne,' what 
is it but a spacious pulpit ? and, as certain rheumatic 
pains occasionally remind me, rather a cold and com* 
fortless pew. But, yet," he added, a smile brightening 
his whole countenance, *^ my pulpit is my throne, and 
I will always call it so ; for moH heartily do I respond 
to the glorious words of godly Q-eorge Herbert, — who 
was no bishop, in the technical sense of clerical over- 
seership, — when he says in his Countrp Parson^ ' my 
pulpit is my joy and my throne.' Still, after all," he 
continued, with much solemnity, ^' we must remember 
that at the Grreat Day the important question will bO) 
not as to the names of the things, or the mere circum- 
stances attending them ; not by what title the minis- 
ter of Christ was called, but whether he followed in 
the footsteps of his Divine Master, the great Shepherd 
and Bishop of souls ; not whether the thing in which 
he preached was called a pulpit or a throne, but 
whether the doctrine of Christ crucified, in all its 
uncorruptness, and in all its simplicity, and in all its 
fulness, was faithfully and lovingly preached by him 
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who occupied that thing. I know Ihat you will agree 
with me, when I say, let us all strive to be less occu- 
pied than we are with trifles, with those little things, 
which are only stumbling-blocks to men of little 
minds and little faith. Let us pray for an enlarged 
mind, and at the same time, for a more vigilant spirit, 
lest we should be entangled by all these outward, and 
no doubt ensnaring, circumstances which surround us, 
and which so often assume the character of fatal 
temptation to the unguarded soul. Let us so run, 
not as uncertainly, pressing forward so ardently and 
80 earnestly in the race which is set before us, that it 
may be seen of all men that we have not time to stop 
and turn aside to the right hand or to the left, or to 
stumble at the trifles under our feet, because our eyes 
are ever looking forward unto one object, even unto 

Christ." 

The good old Q-erraan pastor was very happy in the 

home where he had now quite resolved to pass the 

evening of his days. " I accept your invitation with 
a grateful heart, my beloved friend," he said to Mrs. 

Temple, on the evening after the foregoing conversa- 
tion between the bishop and himself; '' I have hesita- 
ted to do so till now," he continued, " for, to say the 
truth, I began to fear, when first I CEune to this place. 
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that you would be too grand for me, and that I ahonld 
find you no longer the same simple, humble followers 
of Christ that I left you at Springhurst. I aodept 
with all my heart your most kind invitation, and.teU 
yon how blest I feel in being permitted to form a part 
of yonr domestic oircle. I am old and nseless, bat, as 
y oar poet says: 

' niey^ alio Mrre^ iHm> onlj steiid Mid wait' 

Moreover, I am very poor. I would not tell you 
before, but the business whifih detained me in my 
own country was a last attempt to recover my little 
patrimony. I had been unjustly deprived of it, and, 
perhaps, had I consented to institute proceedings in 
law against my unjust and most unkind relations, I 
might have regained it. However, the all- wise dis- 
poser of every event has ordained it otherwise ; and, 
with the exception of the small sum of ready money 
t^hich I obtained by the sale of ray books, I am as 
destitute of earthly wealth as the poor people in your 
almshouses. This, however, has not disturbed me. 
Your repeated invitations determined me to return at 
once to England, and to be guided by G-od's good 
providence as to my future proceedings; and you are 
well able to give a prophet's chamber to a poor, worn- 
out old pastor of Christ's sheep, and I am as happy to 
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tern m and take possession, as the Tishbite of old. Tea 
you have made me very happy, and I shall from hence« 
forth lay aside my traveller's staff, and rest beneath 
this hospitable roof till my Master shall come and 
call for me." 

"It is we that ought to thank you," said Mrs. 
Temple, "for consenting to make your future home 
with us. Grreat indeed would have been our disap* 
pointment had your decision been otherwise, and you 
would have half broken my Ferdinand's heart. But^ 
indeed, you have made us much happier than we can 
possibly make you. We all regard you as our father, 
and we may all derive much benefit from your 
counsel and experience." 

She ceased speaking, and the old man made no re- 
ply. She sat regarding the beautiful expression of 
peaceful happiness upon his countenance, as he turned 
his eyes round the apartment, fixing them alternately 
upon each of those who were present. They were 
alone that evening — ^her husband, and G-ertrude, and 
herself — and just then Ferdinand entered the room : 
he looked wearied from the labors of a day spent in 
some anxious visits among his parishioners ; and as 
soon as he appeared, G-ertrude laid aside her work, 
and the bishop looked up from the table at which he 
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had been writing daring the greater part of the eve- 
ning, and smiled. 

'^ We are to have mnsio, I hope," said tiie bishop, 
*' I have been longing for the refreshment of sweet and 
Soothing music ; for my temples ache with this con- 
tinued letter-writing. It must be done, and done 
daily, sweet one ; " and he kissed the fair cheek of his 
daughter, who had bent down over him as he looked 
up, to whisper her entreaties that his pen might be 
laid aside. "You know well enough," he added, 
holding up his finger in a half-grave, half-playful re- 
buke, " that I dare not suffer my letters to accumu- 
late, for the arrears of a few days would make a for- 
midable pile. You know it, for your office is to scnrt 
and docket them for me. To-day's post, indeed, has 
been a heavy one ; but I have not many more to write. 
Yes, they must be written, I cannot leave the ques- 
tions of my clergy unanswered ; still, the labor will 
be lightened, if you and Ferdinand regale me with 
tiie sound of your loved voices. I shall be able to 
write with more ease while you are singing." 

Gertrude took her seat at the organ, and soon after 
her voice and Ferdinand's rose in the delightful har- 
mony of one of Handel's most touching duets ; but, 
notwithstanding her father's declaration that he should 
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be able to write with greater ease while they were 
singing*, his pen was often suspended, and his atten- 
tion called away from the subject of his letters as he 
listened to their singing. ^ 

" They are the sweetest voices I ever heard," said 
the pastor, who had been sitting in mute and rapt at- 
tention ; turning to Mrs. Temple, when the piece was 
ended. " I am a judge of music, and I have heard 
many of my country's jSnest singers ; but I have rarely 
heard sounds of such touching sweetness from any lips. 
What ease, and yet what power ! and, above all, what 
purity of tone and style ! no ill-judged ornament, but 
the great composer's music done full justice to, by 
faithfully keeping to every note which he has written, 
and by allowing him to have his own conceptions and 
ideas simply and fully carried out. And the sight of^ 
those dear children is as charming to me as their 
voices," he added. "The countenance of your fair 
and modest Gertrude, when singing, what a lovely in- 
dex of the spirit within ! These are delightful eve- 
nings ! " he said, addressing himself to the bishop, 
who, when he had finished his letters, rose and took his 
seat beside his wife and his aged friend. " This is 
domestic enjoyment, and harmony in more senses 
than one. Ah, how little they know of real cheerful 
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tecreatioiiy who in their gay attire go forth to thsir 
crowded roots, and weary themaeWes for very canity 
orer their oard-tables ; or fill the theatres, to listen to 
the {m>fane and exciting language of the stage, and to 
be pleased with the artificial performances of actors 
and actresses ! " 

The room in which they passed their evenings was 
large and lofty, but it was the pleasantest room in the 
house, and the favorite apartment of its inmates. 
There was nothing of a modem character about it; 
nor was it, like the generality of rooms of that period, 
distinguished by a cheerless barrenness as to architec- 
tural grace. The good taste of Mrs. Temple was shown 
in leaving its cedar panels unpainted, and retaining its 
ancient furniture. The ceiling, like the walls, was 
cased with cedar; and the sombre color <^ the fragrant 
wood was relieved by reeded beams, and light and 
sculptured pendants, projecting from the angles of the 
paneled compartments. The windows were wide and 
lofty oriels, with deep embrasures, in one of which Mrs. 
Temple and the pastor had been sHting. There were 
few ornaments of any kind about the apartment, but 
it was hung with the portraits of the two families, the 
Temples and Haringtons, some of. them finely painted; 
and the upper portiond of the windows were filled with 
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fftiaoed glass of the deepest and richest dyes. There 
was aa air of comfort diffused around the room, which 
showed it to be the common sitting-room of persons of 
simple, but refined taste, and domestic habits. Books 
and embroidery-frames, music and musical instru- 
ments, and, on the mantlepiece and tables, vases of 
fresh and fragrant flowers. 

^^ You have often asserted," said Mrs. Temple to the 
pastor Haller, <^ that we have no talent for music, and 
no melodious voices, in England; but to-night, by 
your own confession, dear friend, you have recalled 
your opinion, or, at least, made an exception in favor of 
^my two children; and now I call upon you to revoke 
another premature and ill-judged opinion, and to de- 
clare whether you have ever known a softer climate, 
or seen a clearer sky in any country, than on this 
summer evening in my own beloved land ? Is there 
not much to enjoy among us here ? And listen to the 
notes of that nightingale," she added, opening the 
casement of that portion of the window nearest to her, 
in order that the song of the bird of night might be 
distinctly heard. 

** Yes, you are right," he replied, " and I unsay at 
once all my former Opinions, and confess that they 
were iHrematurely and unjustly formed. Ah, I should 
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be, indeed," he continaed, with a slightly tremnloos 
voice, betraying the emotion that he felt, '' a dull and 
most unthankful chur], did I not acknowledge that 
the lines have fallen to me, in these my latter days, in 
pleasant places. To-night, especially, I feel this, for 
all within and all without this pleasant apartment, 
fills my heart with admiration and delight. I know 
that I am old and going to my grave, but I feel at this 
moment that I must look into a mirror, to see my far- 
rowed face and snow-white hair, or look down upon 
this withered hand, to convince myself that I have not 
grown young again. Why that mournful look and 
that deep sigh, my sweet young lady?" he said to 
Gertrude, who was bending down over a chrystal vase, 
filled with roses and orange flowers, which stood on 
the table near him ; '' what is there in the freshness 
and fragrance of those delightful flowers, to make you 
look so melancholy ? " 

'* I think that I can read her thoughts," said Mrs. 
Temple, " nay, I suspect I share them with her. It 
was on such a night as this, when the last moon was 
at her full, that G-ertrude and I were standing side by 
side looking out upon the moonlight landscape. Our 
guests were gone, and all had retif ed for the night but 
ourselves. We lingered still at this open casement, 
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tempted by the softness of the air, and thd ealm, clear 
beauty of the night ; and still more by the rich and 
varied song of the nightingale. The peaceful inilu- 
ence of the scene and hour seemed to shed itself over 
our spirits ; and as we stood here, our hearts were 
drawn in silent adoration to the source of that swe^t 
peace, which, when He gives, who then can make 
trouble ? But we were not long silent ; for, though 
we did not speak, our thoughts were rising in the 
same direction, and, as by one consent, the words of 
our favorite hymn whieh we often sing together, rose 
from our lips. We felt that there was one name, the 
name of Him through whom alone all the blessings of 
time and of eternity, and all the lost loveliness of Par- 
adise, are restored to us, which we should love to 
breathe at that still hour in more articulate, though 
less melodious praise than that of the nightingale. 
Ah, little did we think, while we stood there enjoying 
the peace which filled our hearts, and reigned around 
us, of the sudden death which was then occurring. 
Yes, at that very hour, in another, and not far distant 
house, there was dismay, and confusion, and horror — 
the dark and awful termination of an evening of world- 
ly dissipation. My G-ertrude could not choose but sigh, 
when the scent of the orange flowers and the song of 
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ih» nightingmla bnmght back to her mind the aad 
eyents of that fair moonlight night." 

''What have you here?" said the bishop, ap- 
proaching ^ the table where Grertrude was sitting. 
Ferdinand was standing beside her, his eyes fixed 
upon the paper in his hand : he was reading it with 
fixed attention, and Gertrude's head was raised, sap- 
ported by her hand, and turned to him with a look 
which seemed to say, that she was waiting to hear 
his remarks on what was written there. 

'' Only some lines of mine, dear father," said Grer- 
trude, smiling, " which are now in a critic's hand. I 
have been turning into yerse our beloyed pastor Hal- 
ter's part in a conyersation which took place between 
us a few days ago. They appeared to me, at the 
time, so loyely a description of his state of mind, so 
exact a portraiture of what ought to be the state of 
every aged Christian who is drawing nigh to the end 
of his pilgrimage on earth, that I was unwilling to 
lose them. His prose was better, I know, than my 
poetry, but his thoughts seemed to me so full of 
poetry, that I haye endeayored to put them into the 
form of yerse*" 

'< I know not what the prose was," said Ferdinand* 
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** but if I am deemed a critic, I give it as my judg- 
ment, that I much like the poetry." 

" Your kindness, my dear brother, makes you ove? 
indulgent, and blind I see, to several faults, which I 
have detected ; but," she added, smiling, '^ I do not 
mean to point them out to you." 

" I too^must see these lines, my sweet one," said 
the bishop, taking his place on the sofa beside her ; 
*^ and I suspect I shall be even a more partial oritio 
than Ferdinand has proved." 

THE PILGRDTS YEARNmO. 



" I would not live alway." — Job yiL 1«, 
I have waited for thy salvatioii, O Lord." — Gjot^ ztix 18. 



** Not always on the journey, O my God ! 

Not always on the journey, when the homa^ 
The place Thou hast prepared for my abode. 

Stands open to receive me when I come : 
Why should I wish to linger in the wild, 
When Thou art waiting. Father, to receive thy child I 

It is a weary way, and I am faint ; 

I pant for purer air and fiesher springs : 
O Father, take me home, — ^there is a taint, 
A shadow, on earth's purest, brightest things : 
This world is bat a wilderness to me, 
There is no rest, my God I no peace, apart from Thee. 

Gome, gentle Death ; tho* I have.feaved tbee lopgt 
And thou art dreadful still, to mortal senaa ; 

15 
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Gomel tboo art stangless now — ^I did thee wroa^ f 
Thoa shalt bat aid me to escape from beiioe f 
Come ! — I can meet thee — ^for the oonqaeror^s ann 
Upholds nij ehrioking soul, and diields me from 

Looking to Jesos xrith a etedfiut eve. 

Clad in His righteoosness, mj robe diyioe^ 
Come ! for thy boasted terrors I defjr ; 

Poor, harmless, shadowy phantom I He is rnine^ 
My life is bound in His, whose liring word 
Cries that the dead are blest, when dying in the Lord. 

I see Him shining on His throne of light. 

The Lamb that hath been slain, and slain for me 
The King of Olory ! Of all power and might — 
The Lord and Ood — ^by whose most high decree. 
The Tile, the guilty — ^trusting in his name, 
A dying wretch like me, eternal life may dainL 

This is n^ confidence, that I am His — 

That I believe, repent, and am forgiven * 
That I adore, and love, and meekly kiss 

His garment's hem, and thus I loc^ to Heaven : 
Lord, Thou wilt not deceive me I Faithful friend ! 
Wilt thou not take me home! when shall my journey end f " 

The bishop had scarcely finished reading the above 
stanzas, when the chapel bell summoned the party to 
tamily prayer. 

It happened that the portion of Scripture, in his 
regular course of reading that evening, was the forty- 
eighth chapter of the Book of Genesis; and in his 
exposition, which, at the end of the day, was alA^ays 
short, he touched but on one or two verses of the chap- 
ter, reverting, before he did so, to the twenty-ninth 
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verse of the foregoing chapter, which is the commence- 
ment of the account given of the last days of the 
pilgrimage of the aged patriarch, Jacob, — " And the 
time drew nigh wken Israel must die," — ^perhaps his 
mind was more especially drawn to make the re- 
marks he did, by the mention which had been made 
of his aged friend the pastor Haller's conversation 
with his daughter, on the subject of his own desire to 
depart and be with Christ. 

As they parted for the night, the aged pastor, as 
his custom was, kissed Mrs. Temple and her gentle 
daughter, and blessed them ; but, as they afterwards 
remembered, there was an expression of affection in 
his countenance, and a solemnity in his manner more 
than usually apparent. He was always gentle, but 
his gentleness that night amounted to a tenderness, 
such as they had only seen on the day that he parted 
from them at Springhurst, many years before, previous 
to his long absence in Qermany. 

And now Mrs. Temple held his hand in hers, and 
Gertrude stood at her mother's side gazing earnestly 
into his face, as the former said, with a smile, " It is, 
then quite decided that this house is your home, be- 
loved friend, and that you will never leave us while 
you remain a pilgrim on the earth." 
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He returned her smile, as he replied, — '^ It is de- 
cided, my sweet daughter ! Here I shall rest till my 
change come ! Here I shall abide till my summons 
shall be given to a better rest — the Yest that I lcK>k for 
with a yearning heart: when He, in whom we all 
live, and move, and have our being, shall pome and 
call me with those gracious words ; ^ Go thou thy way 
till the end be ; for thou shalt rest, and stand in thy 
lot at the end of the days.' " 

When Gertrude and her mother were gone, he 
turned to the bishop, and taking his hand in both of 
his, he said ; " I thank you, and I thank Grod, my 
brother, for reading to us that portion of His blessed 
Word to-night. I love to carry with me to my cham- 
ber, some sweet fragment of the bread of life, wrhich 
my spirit may feed upon, when I lie down and sink 
into the seeming death of sleep. This is the portion 
which I receive from your hands to-night : ' Behold I 
die — but God shall be with you and bring you again 
into the land of your fathers.' " 

'< You are not ill, I trust," said the bishop, struck, 
not only, as his wife and daughter had been, by the 
imusual tenderness of his solemn and affectionate 
manner, but by the words which he repeated, and by 
the tone in which they were uttered. 
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" Oh 110," the good old man replied, " nevet better 
in my life ; but thinking, as I would always do, that 
we know not at what watch in the night our Lord 
shall come : for we ourselves know perfectly, that the 
day of the Lord so cometh as a thief in the night. Let 
us all watch, that we may be found ready. But ye, 
brethren," he added, turning his glance alternately to 
the bishop and to Ferdinand, and brightly smiling, 
" ye are not in darkness — that that day should over- 
take you as a thief. Ye are all the children of the 
light and the children of the day ! We are not of the 
night nor of darkness ; therefore, let us not sleep as 
do others, but let us watch and be sober. No," he 
again added, taking up his candle, '' I am wonderfully 
well for my age, but need your arm, my Ferdinand, 
as usual, to assist me to my chamber, and I love to 
have your presence to read and pray with me there. 
Come, Ferdinand, my son." 

Ferdinand remained with his revered and much- 
loved friend for a longer time than ordinary that night. 
They sat tip conversing together, and the aged pastoir 
spoke to him on the subject of his calling, as a preached 
of the word of life, and as a pastor of Christ's sheep ; 
dwelling especially on the help and the encouragement 
which are graciously vouchsafed to those who walk 
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humbly with their G-od : and referring to his own 

* 

experience of Grod's nnfailing goodness to himself, io 
supporting him and keeping him from falling during 
the long period of his own ministerial life, even to the 
time, he said, when he must soon put off his harness. 
He cited, during his discourse, the quaint but beauti- 
ful version of the last verse of the twenty-third Psalm, 
which he had met with that day in the < Pilgrim's Pro- 
gress,' and which he had been much pleased with, he 
said, having never met with the book before. 

'' Thro* all mj life Thy favor ia 
So frankly showed to me, 
lliat in Thy house, for eyermore, 
My dwelling-place shall be." 

Ferdinand's chamber was the adjoining one to thai 
of his aged friend, and the door between the two rooms 
was usually left open during the night. They were 
both early risers ; but it often happened that the good 
pastor was the first to rise, and close the door, which 
one of them was accustomed to do, after they had 
risen, and during the time that they were dressing. 
That morning, Ferdinand, when he arose, found the 
door open, and concluded that the pastor, wearied from 
the late hours they had kept, was still sleeping ; and 
he gently closed the door. 

But as the time passed on, and he heard no sound, 
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T, from the adjoining room, he began to wonder, and 
n: then to feel anxious. He opened the door, and spoke ; 
i: but no voice replied — no sound was heard. He went 
i< in, and went up to the bed. He drew aside the cur* 
fi tain. His friend was, he thought, still sleeping, and 
- smiling in his sleep. The head was bent slightly down- 
j ward on the pillow, the eyes were closed, the hands 
f were clasped on the coverlet, as if in prayer. It was 
sleep, but it was the sleep of death, in its gentlest 
aspect — a death which had no terrors — from which 
the sting had indeed been taken. The journey was 
over ; and the wearied pilgrim had come to the end of 
his course on earth, and entered into the rest for which 
his spirit yearned, — the aged saint had fallen asleep 
in Jesus. And he, the youthful pastor of the Lord, 
who stood in awe-struck silence beside that breathless 
form, though the tears filled his eyes, and his heart 
swelled with the fulness of his strong emotion, said 
within himself — the words indeed came unbidden into 
his mind, and rose even to his lips — ** Precious in the 
sight of the Lord is the death of His saints. Let me 
die the death of the righteous, and let my last end bo 
like his." 



I 



CHAPTER IVII. 



*For Hk name sake thcj went foiih. .... We ibaeeiare oog^ to 
reeeire mA, tbat we soight be fi^ew^ielpen m the trutL"— 
S Knar. Jomr til 8. 

•One tluDg k DeedfiiL"--Sv. Lon x 42. 



^' No Church oan be trae to Christ, the great and living 
head of all His Churches, which is not a missionary 
Church; and I should be a faithless and thankless 
member of the Church of God, if I were to disregard 
the parting charge of our Divine Redeemer : ^ Go 
preach the Gospel to every creature.' The Church of 
England," continued the bishop, ^^has been long in a 
death-sleep with respect to this great command. Though 
many of our countrymen have been scattered abroad, 
carrying the name and the language of their nation to 
every quarter of the globe, they have not gone every- 
where preaching the Word ; on the contrary, in too 
many sad instances the name of God has been l^las- 
phemed among the Gentiles through them." 
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" I shall be glad," said the Duchess of C , " to 

hear more from your lordship on this subject, and my 
husband and I are truly obliged to you for inviting us 
to come to you at this time. We shall be delighted 
to hear your sermon to-morrow, and to offer our con- 
tributions for the promotion of the good and great 
object which you are about to advocate." 

" My nephew," replied the bishop, " can give you 
more information than I can on the working and the 
success of missions among the heathen, for he has been 
an eye-witness ; but he can scarcely feel more interest 
than I do on the subject. Had he complied with my 
wishes the sermon would be preached by him, but he 
brought forward so many arguments, more conclusive, 
I must say, to himself than to me, to prove to me why 
I should occupy the pulpit to-morrow, that at last I 
yielded." 

" But who is that man," said the duke, "whom we 

met yesterday at the deanery, and who was pleased 

to be most loquacious on the subject to me. He took 

up a remark of mine, or rather an inquiry which I 

made to the dean, and commenced an attack on the 

missions in India neither in the best style nor in the 

best temper. You heard what he said, Mr. Haring- 

ton?" 

16* 
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I did," replied Ferdinand, smiling, ^' but I have 
heard the same statements more than once, and I 
thought it better to be silent. I have taken pains to 
prove to him that he is grostsly mistaken in the asser- 
tions which he is in the habit of making ; by stating 
plain facts to him, and facts are the best arguments; 
but the pertinacity with which he continues to repeat 
the same stories, is really extraordinary. I did wonder 
to hear him begin the subject yesterday, but I suspect, 
from an angry glance of surprise which he turned on 
me when he saw my eye fixed upon him, that had he 
observed how near I was, he might not have com- 
menced his attack ; but a second glance of defiance 
told me that having begun he was resolved to go gn ; 
and, probably, my silence, added to your grace's cour- 
teous attention to him, emboldened him to proceed, 
and you heard all that he had to say." 

" He is a vulgar man," said the duke, " and the 
virulence of his remarks carries with it a kind of 
refutation of what he says. No candid and impartial 
person would speak in the way he did. One or two 
of his statements, however, were brought forward by 
him with all the authority of acknowledged facts. 
Do you remember them, Mr. Harington ? if you do, 
will you kindly repeat them, — ^and will you gratify 
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me by telling me the simple truth, for you will find 
that I am open to conviction, and glad to be set right 
on a subject of such importance,-^for of its importance 
I can have no doubt, though I like many others, have 
been deplorably ignorant on such questions all my 
life." 

*' But Ferdinand should first tell you,'' said Mrs. 
Temple, ** that the gentleman is a Colonel Sharpe, 
who, like himself, has lately returned from India, after 
a sojourn there of twenty years. This latter fact you 
heard, I have no doubt, more than once from himself." 

" I did, indeed," replied the duke, " it was reitera- 
ted from time to time as a kind of endorsement to the 
charges he brought forward, and added as a final and 
conclusive endorsement when the whole sum of those 
charges was made up." 

" Colonel Sharpe," said the bishop, "is, I believe, 
an intimate friend of Mr. Montgjomery Campbell, who 
was private secretary to Sir Archibald Campbell, when 
Grovernor of Madras. This Mr. M. Campbell is well 
known to have been one of the roost bitter opposers to 
the introduction of Christianity into India." 

" The statement," said the duke, " made by Colo- 
nel Sharpe, as I now remember, was, that the mission- 
aries had made proselytes only of the Pariahs, the low- 
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art of the peoplei who eyen degraded the religion they 
professed to embrace." 

" This statement," said Mr. Harrington, <' the ad- 
mirable Mr. Schwartz ref ates, by an assertion in a letter 
he has published on the real state of missions in India, 
to which letter, Lord Comwallis has attached his own 
high testimony to the truth and integrity of the charac- 
ter of Mr. Schwartz, by the declaration of the uncon- 
tradicted fact, that ' more than two-thirds of the con- 
Terts at Tanjore, and also at Tranquebar and Vepery, 
are of the highest caste.^ — He then told a story, as 
your grace will recollect, to prove the character of the 
people whom Mr. Schwartz had {nrofessed to convert. 
He said that 'having taken oflf his stock, when over- 
oome with heat, at the time that he was preaching a 
sermon of two hours' length, one of his virtuous and 
enlightened congregation stole the stock and the gold 
buckle attached to it.' The answer to this story is 
given by Mr. Schwartz in the most simple and satisfac- 
tory way. He states that he was passing through a 
village of CoUaries, a set of people infamous for steal- 
ing,— their very name signifying a thief: a thievish 
boy,' he declares, ' one of their children, carried away 
his stock and buckle, which he had laid aside, putting 
it. upon a sand*bank in the village : ' and he adds, ' all 
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' the inhabitants of that village were heathens ; not one 

Christian family was found therein. Many of oar gen- 

t tlemen travelling through that village have been robbed. 

< Neither did I preach at that time : it is asserted that 

I preached two hours. I did not so much as converse 
with any man.' — Such is a specimen of poor Col. 
Sharpens statements. They are but the second-hand 
calumnies of his friend Mr. M. Campbell. And in re- 
ply to his most commonly repeated assertion, ' that 
not one real convert has reallv been made,' I would 
finally state that Mr. Schwartz has been not only the 
instrument of making many converts, but that he has 
been so well satisfied of the true piety of some of them, 
that he has appointed eight or nine as catechists ; and 
that one of them, whose name is Sattianaden, which 
signifies, professor of the truth, a man of the highest 
caste, has been admitted to holy orders, in which he 
has labored with great eloquence and success." 

" We must bear more of this Mr. Schwartz," said 
the duchess, " he mast be an extraordinary man." 

** He is indeea," replied the bishop, *' and his sim- 
pli'^aty and uprightness are only equalled by his wis- 
doni: he is an admirable pioneer in the work of mis- 



sions." 



'' He Ja the countryman," said the duchess, '^ of our 
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late Very dear friend, the aged Q-erman pastor Haller, 
and was, I think, his friend." 

** He was oar beloved pastor's most valued friend 
in their yoathfal days. It was to him he commended 
me, when I went forth to take my part in the same 
great work. He could have told you much of the his- 
tory of his early days; and I," said Ferdinand, ^^ can 
give yon every information. of his glorious labors in the 
distant land of India." 



It was on the last morning of this visit of the 
Steeplyn party to the bishop, that the duchess and 
Mrs. Temple were alone together. The rest of the 
party had left them, at the request of the dean, to see 
the improvements which were nrooeeding in the inte* 
rior of the cathedral. 

" They are all gone," said the duchess, who was 
standing in the oriel window. 

"Two of the party are walking together," said the 
duchess. She spoke abruptly, and stood for some mo* 
ments in silence — then turning from the window, she 
took her place on the sofa beside her friend. " Lucy," 
she said, gravely, " I have something to say to you ; 
we are alone, and the opportunity I wished for has oc- 
curred. I hesitated just now, and I can scarcely say 
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why, and was half resolved to wait a little longer^— 
but I have again changed my mind. The sooner you 
hear what has been for some time occupying my 
thoughts the better. I wish to prepare you for a de- 
claration which will soon be brought before you. 
There has been much consultation on the subject 
among us, but not a discussion of any kind. My hus- 
band and myself are entirely of the same mind with 



OUT son." 



" Your words are riddles, my dear friend," said 
Mrs. Temple, " but I will wait patiently for their ex- 
planation." 

" Morven is walking by the side of your sweet 
daughter," said the duchess, ^' I saw her turn and 
smile upon him when he spoke. Tell me, dear Lucy, 
would she smile thus when he comes forward, as he 
will shortly do, to ask her for his wife? You see I 
speak to you without reserve : tell me, without reserve 
on your part, whether this proposal will be favorably 
received by your husband and yourself? If you were 
likely to know your daughter's mind, I would ask for 
the same proof of your confidence with regard to her ; 
but that is impossible, you cannot know her mind on 
such a subject, for even if she has perceived the par- 
ticular attentions which my son has paid her, she is 
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too simple to have any suspicion of his feelings, unless 
there shoald be anything like a preferenee towards 
him already in her heart ; but I think this is not the 
case. Her gentle smiles are the same to all whom 
she esteems. You do not reply, my dear Lucy ? " 

^' I cannot immediately reply,'^ said Mrs. Temple, 
*' I am so wholly taken by surprise. I have been till 
this moment as entirely unconscious of Lord Morven's 
preference for my child, as Gertrude herself, and I will 
venture to say she has no suspicion of his preference 
for her." 

" But you will not object, my Lucy ? I assure 
you that his earthly happiness is bound up in this 
projected union, and I cannot tell you how earnestly 
my husband and I desire it. To say nothing of the 
duke's extreme anxiety, Morven has positively de- 
olared, that if Oertrude refuses him he will remain 
unmarried — and he is our only son. I, for my own 
part, feel convinced that she will be a guide for him 
through life, and is, perhaps, the only person under 
heaven to win him entirely to God. He is in that 
state of mind, dear Lucy, — that unsettled and unde* 
cided state, that it may depend upon your daughter 
whether he shall become a decided and consistent 
fcdlower of our Blessed Liu'd, or fall back again to his 



fcormer wretched opinions, and to the ways of the 
world. "Will you not help to save a soul ? " 

Mrs. Temple looked unusually grave as she listened 
to the words of her friend. 

'' Still no reply, Lucy ? " 

" Yes," said Mrs. Temple, calmly, " I do not now 
hesitate as to my reply, but I needed time to recover 
my surprise, and to collect my thoughts. I will not 
disavow my grateful feelings to yourself and the duke, 
for the high opinion you have formed of my dear 
child, nor for the honor which, in the eyes of the 
world, you would confer on her by promoting such a 
marriage; but much as^I love and esteem you, — I 
may answer for my husband and myself, when I say, 
that Lord Morven, though your son, is not the person 
to whom I should wish to see my Grertrude united. 
He is, I allow, in many respects a changed character, 
and superior to many other young men of the world. 
He has been a favorite of mine since his illness, and 
I must always feel a deep interest in him. I will 
venture to hope that he will yet become an enlightened 
and decided child of Grod — for I differ from yourself 
in supposing that if he does not become the husband 
of Grertrude, he will fall back into his former opinions 
and return to the ways of the world. I did not expeet. 



354 . EARNESTNESS. 

from what I have observed of his character, that he 
would become wholly settled at once in the Christian 
faith; he seemed to embrace it, and did embrace it 
with much ardor, on his recovery from that illness, an 
illness which brought him to the borders of the grave. 
No human eye can read the heart,of man, — but I 
think the root of the matter is in him, though the 
springing plant will meet* with many checks and 
many blights : still on this point I may be mistaken, 
and your fears may be too well grounded, — ^you have, 
indeed, seen more of him than I have. In a state of 
such unavoidable uncertainty, nothing can really be 
known, either by us, or even by himself, as to his real 
state, for time and temptation are needed to prove 
whether he is or is not a true and faithful child of 
Grod, — I dare not venture, therefore, to trust my 
darling child's happiness and peace to such a risk. I 
cannot be true to my own principles, and say to you, — 
much, I repeat, as I love you, — ^that I desire, or could 
approve, this marriage." 

The rich color mantled in the cheek of the duchess, 
and rose even to her forehead. For some moments 
she did not reply, but sat in a proud silence till the 
tears gathered fast into her eyes, and she wept bitterly. 
" I knew, I expected this," she said at last. '* I could 
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almost say, I hate your principles ; but that would be 
the language of this bad, proud heart of mine, for I 
love you with my whole soul, and never loved you or 
admired you more than at this moment. But, Lucy, 
dear Lucy," and as she spoke, she burst again intO' an 
uncontrollable fit of weeping, ** pity me, and tell me 
what I can do. Morven will speak ; you know not, as 
I do, the pertinacity of his spirit. He will not believe 
me when I tell him that his suit will be rejected : and 
if he proposes and is refused, I dread to think of the 
consequences. Cannot you promise me, — if I put him 
off, and persuade him to defer for a time the mention 
of this proposal, — cannot you, will not you promise 
me, that in the event of his becoming all that you 
desire and hope to see him, you will not throw any 
obstacle in the way of your daughter's accepting 
him?" 

*' No," said Mrs. Temple, calmly : and that no 
reminded the duchess of a former occasion, on which 
the decision of her friend's character had been so 
strikingly expressed by that one little word : " No, 
my beloved friend, it would not be right or wise in 
me to make any such promise. It would be wrong; 
for if your son is so attached, as you are fully per- 
suaded he is, to Gertrude, his very affection for her 
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would mislead him, and induce him to deceive him- 
self by unconsciously assuming an unreal character, 
and mistaking his motive of action, thinking that he 
loved Grod, while in fact he was only seeking to please 
her." 

^' Am I then to suppose,^' said the duchess^ after a 
long pause, in which it was easy to read the perplexity 
of her thoughts in her countenance, ^' am I to con- 
clude that you and your husband will so interfere 
when this proposal comes — ^for come it will — as to 
bias your daughter's mind ? But," she added, archly, 
though in a moment her former gravity returned, "how 
can you answer for the bishop? May he not be of a 
different opinion ? I am sure that I could not answer 
so decidedly for the duke, as you have done for your 
husband." 

" I would not, I am sure," replied Mrs. Temple, 
" venture to forget my wife's place even in speaking 
of my husband; nor infringe in any way upon his 
authority, nor upon the right which God Himself has ' 
conferred upon the husband. But I think I know my 
husband too well not to be convinced that every word 
I have spoken upon this subject, would have his entire 
eoncurrence. Need I say, dear friend, ask him, speak 
te him yourself if you will, without letting him sup- 
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poge that you have already heard my opinion upon the 
subject" 

"No," said the duchess, "in this also you are 
right ; " and she sorrowfuly added, " I can have no hope 
of influencing him when I have been so completely 
unsuccessful with yourself. But again I ask you, 
what must I do ? " 

'* Had you not asked the question," replied Mrs, 
Temple, "I should have ventured to ask another 
which bears upon it. If, after all, this proposal must 
come, I here claim from you, and from Lord Morven 
through you, a promise that it shall come in writing. 
I entreat you not to distress either Grertrude or himself 
by the pain of a personal interview, unless, indeed, he 
insists upon it." 

They both sat in silence for some time ; and then 
the duchess, suddenly looking up, turned to her friend 
and said, gazing in her face as she spoke,—" Another 
thought has crossed my mind, a most unworthy one, 
after all that I have heard from your lips ; but I had 
rather suffer the annoyance of saying it than allow it 
to rankle in my thoughts. Is there no other, no deeper 
reason for your disapproval of my son's proposals ? Is 
there no plan in the mind of the bishop and yourself 
for disposing of your daughter in some other way ? Is 
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there not one, with whom, I own, patting aside his 
rank and wealth, my poor Horven cannot possibly 
compete? Is not this charming Ferdinand the fa- 
vored one to whom yon desire to confide the happiness 
of your daughter ? If it be so, I cannot blame you. 
How gladly should I have accepted such a husband 
for my Rosamond. I have never seen his equal ! But 
if he is to come in my way I shall almost persuade 
myself to hate him." 

The calm and beautiful smile with which Mrs. 
Temple met the searching glance of her friend, spoke 
as plainly as her words, when she said : '^ Ferdinand 
and Grertrude are brother and uster. We have never 
entertained a thought of their marriage ; and I am 
quite certain that such an idea has never entered their 
minds. On the contrary, I am entirely in the confi- 
dence of my son, and I know that his affections are 
already engaged." 

The slight flush that tinged the cheek of Mrs. 
Temple as she spoke, suggested a sudden thought to 
her quick*sighted friend. 

a Is it — " she said ; but checking herself, she 
added, '^ no, it is not right. I have no claim upon the 
confidence of your son; and you would be wrong to 
betray it." 
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" There you are perhaps mistaken," said Mrs. 
Temple, recovering her composure, and looking full 
in her friend's face. " You have unconsciously drawn 
from me a secret, which at some future time you 
might have known ; and which you and the duke 
might have seen fit to approve* or disapprove, I know 
not which. But it is well, now that our conversation 
has taken this turn, that I should be candid, and tell 
you that Ferdinand is attached to Lady Rosamond, 
that he has consulted me, and that my advice has 
been that he should wait." 

*• He should do no such thing ! " exclaimed the 
duchess, a bright smile lighting up her whole counte- 
nance. " Does that admirable young man really love 
my poor, plain, retiring Rosamond ? Has he had the 
discriminatioa to find out and to appreciate her 
modest worth, and to think as I do, that, with the ex- 
ception of his own sister, there is not such another girl 
in the world?" 

" She is not plain," said Mrs. Temple. ** How can 
you call a count.enance so beautified with goodness 
and sweetness, plain ? " 

'^ Oh, I do not think her plain," said the duchess, 
^*but half the world do; and, notwithstanding h»» 
rank and her fortune, she has had but few offers^ and 
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not one from any man who could really understand 
her character, or who sought her for anything but her 
worldly advantages." 

But here the door opened, and the very persons 
spoken of were the first to make their appearance. 

'^ Dear mamma," said Lady Rosamond, '' we have 
waited so long for you at the cathedral, that at last we 
began to fear something had happened ; and Mr 
Harington and I were dispatched to see what could 
possibly be the matter." 

^^ Did we promise to go, Lucy ? " said the duchess. 
^^ I believe we did. But go back, child, and put an 
end to their suspense and alarm ; and tell them from 
me, that we had forgotten our promise, and that now 
we cannot come. But, stop ! " she added ; ^' tell the 
good dean, with ten thousand apologies for my fur* 
getfulness, that the next time I come to Z— — , I will 
do myself the honor of waiting upon him, and pass as 
long a time as he will spare to me, in admiring his 
improvements in the cathedral, and that I will bring 
Mrs. Temple with me. And there, take Mr. Haring- 
ton with you ; for I am going to put on my bonnet in 
readiness for the carriage, which will be hero before 
you can return. One word more, not to you, Rosa- 
m<md, bi.c to Mr. Harington. Will you promlsevniy 
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dear sir, to oorae over to Steeplyn to-morrow, to spend 
a few days with us ? You axe not looking well : the 
fresh air and country walks will restore you, and I 
think you will pass the time pleasantly." And as she 
spoke, she secretly pressed the hand of her friend. " 1 
think, dear Lucy, we shall send him back looking 
much better." 



" Are you alone, mother ? " said Gertrude, as she 
entered Mrs. Temple's dressing-room. 

*' Not alone, dear child," said the bishop, " but I 
am going," and he rose up. " I will leave you alone 
with your mother." 

"No, dearest father," said Gertrude. " I did not 
see you as I entered : but do you think I can ever 
wish you to be absent ? " a 
met his. " You will sta 

be gratified by your remaining. I need your kind 
direction and advice — yours and my mother's. How 
could I act in anything without you ? " 

There was the slightest agitation in her manner ; 
a stranger would not have noticed it, but it was evi- 
dent to her parents. 

"What have you to tell me?" said her mother, 

16 
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with a look of tender affection. '^ Yon are disturbed^ 
my Gertrude ? " , 

**No, not disturbed, mother," she said, gravely 
and quietly ; " but — ^this letter will explain — I meant 
to say, will tell you why I wished to see you — ^you 
and my father," turning her eyes towards him, — 
" alone." 

Mrs. Temple read the letter, and then put it, with- 
out a remark, into her husband's hands. 

Gertrude had sat down opposite her mother, and 
was leaning her arm un the table, her cheek resting 
on her hand ; when the bishop's eye turned from the 
letter to his daughter, he met her look of inquiry, 
which seemed to say, that she expected him to 
speak. 

*^ It is not for U8 to speak, my Gertrude," he said, 



mildly. 

'* Not for you, dear father ! Oh, who should speak, 
if you and my mother do not ? Who should direct 
me, if you do not ? " 

" But the question of the letter," said her fathef , 
" is addressed to you ; and I suppose that you must 
answer it." 

Gertrtide was silent for a little while ; a shade of 
thought was on her brow, and in her eyes. 
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" Mother," she said, waking from her reverie, with 
the ingenuous and open look of a child, " you would 
not have me reply to this letter, or decide on anything, 
without your guidance? You would not refuse to 
guide me now?" 

" No, my dearest child ; but I think you do not 
see what we mean. This letter is to you, and the 
writer looks to you to answer it. You must tell him 
the decision that you make ; but there is no reason 
why you should not first acquaint us with your mind. 
Speak to us then without reserve — with all your 
usual, your entire confidence." 

"0 thank you, my own mother! I knew that 
you would speak thus to me. From you, and from my 
father, I conceal nothing; nay, I have nothing to con- 
ceal. I know not what it is to be reserved with you. 
But tell me, first of all, is it your wish, my father, is 
it yours, my mother, that I should accept — that is, 
agree to the proposal addressed to me in that 
letter?" 

** It would be a sore trial at any time to part with 
you, sweet child," said Mrs. Temple ; " but, even if 
we found that you were disposed to accept the offer 
which you have received from the writer of that let- 
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ter, we should not, and we do not hes«jtate to say so, 
wisth to see you his wife." 

" This is a relief indeed ! " said Gertrude. " I 
ooold not think you would wish it ; but luy fears have 
made me anxious and uneasy, till I could hoar this 
from your lips." 

" But tell us," said her father — " while you bear 
in mind that now you know our wishes — ^tell us your 
objections ? " 

<' Putting aside all other reasons," she replied, "the 
first, as you have always taught me, is in itself an in- 
superable one in my eyes. There is one rule," she 
continued, " imperative to all who love God — one sim- 
ple rule which He, I trust, w(»uld graciously enable 
me to act upon — * Only in the Lord,' — is not that the 
rule which God has given us ? Would it not be bro- 
ken— I fear it would — if this marriage were to take 
place. I must not presume to judge of him, or any 
one ; but have you seen in Lord Morven, father, the 
plain, decided character, known and read of all men, 
of a child of God ? He is no longer an opposer to the 
truth. He is, I doubt not, well disposed to what is 
right in the sight of God. But is that enough ? Oh, 
I am so thankful mother, — ^so very thankful to you 
and fo my father that you have taught me, always 
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taught me to consider the importantiu of godly deci- 
sion ; of striving to be true to oar principles in every 
thing we do ; to act as in the sight of G-od ; to be in 
earnest. Yes, I feel every day that I live, the vital 
importance of this earnestness. I see it, my dearest 
father and mother, in your own walk, and I pray that 
in this espeoially, I may find grace to follow you as 
you follow ChriBt, One thing is needful, and with all 
earnestness of spirit, we are bound to prove that we 
have realized this truth, and that we must act in 
strict accordance with it ; and therefore," she said, 
with a calm but gentle decision of manner, " I do not 
hesitate to give the reply, which I see plainly must be 
given by myself, to that letter, and to decline &e hon- 
or of the union proposed to rae. It is written in the 
kindest and most delicate spirit, is it not, dear mother ? 
I trust that I shall not be wanting in the wish and the 
endeavor to answer it in the same spirit, and to ac- 
knowledge that I am deeply sensible of the preference 
expressed by the writer for me. Bat indeed I am so 
thankful, so trnly happy to feel that it is quite decided 
that I shall not leave you ! " 

" But it is only right," said Mrs. Temple, " that 
you should ask yourself another question. "What 
would be the state of your feelings with regard to him, 
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supposing that Lord Morven were all that we oonld 
wish to see him, a man about whose religious princi- 
ples there could be no doubt ? If such were the case, 
should you be disposed to give a different answer to 
his letter ? Do you think that your feelings would 
still be the same towards him?'' 

'^ Indeed, dear mother,^' replied Grertrude, '^ I can 
hardly tell you ; I have no dislike to him ; but at the 
same time, I have never felt any peculiar preference 
for him. I did mourn over his former state, and I 
have rejoiced to observe the change which has taken 
place in him. But as to the idea of leaving you and 
my father for him, it seems to me, so far as my will is 
concerned, one not to be entertained for a moment. 
But tell me, dearest mother," she added, drawing 
nearer to her mother and kneeling down before her, and 
drawing her mother's arm round her own neck, as she 
looked up with a smile of the t«nJerest affection in her 
face, " yon will not ever wis^h to send me away ? 
You and my dear father will grant this sweet indul- 
gence to your child, that you will never ask me to 
quit you ? I am so very happy in your love, that 
while Grod spares me to you and you to me indeed we 
must not part ! I have often wondered," she contin- 
ued, " that children should ever desire to be separated 
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from their parents. I suppose that few, however, have 
such parents as I have. I can conceive no purer joy 
on earth than that of mine when I am with you ; and 
dear mama," ehe added, "you have lost all but me, 
and I must always be with you ; and now too that 
Uiere is a prospect of my dear brother quitting* this 
roof, how desolate you would be if ever your Gertrude 
were to leave yoii ! " 

Never, when Grertrude was a little child, the ob- 
ject of her mother's tenderest anxiety, of her most 
fond and yearning affection, never had she looked 
upon her child with siich delighted, sudh unspeakable 
love, as when she now laid her hand caressingly upon 
the meek head of her lovely daughter ; and as she 
did so, raised her whole heart in thankfulness to Him 
who had taken all her other children to Himself, to 
replace them by one who, as she felt at that moment, 
more than supplied the place of alL And as she 
bent down her head and pressed her lips to the clear, 
calm forehead of her fair and duteous child, her own 
wonted composure gave way, and her tears fell fast 
over that shining hair and that delicate, yet blooming 
countenance. He who was standing beside them, 
silently regarding the scene before him with the 
interest of an affection that equalled theirs ; and feel- 
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.ing that he was incladed in every emotion of that love 
which filled the hearts of the mother and daughter, 
was also raising his heart in adoring love and thank- 
fulness to the great and gracious Griver of the bless- 
ing he enjoyed in them ; and breathing out his prayer 
with -all the intenseness of his earnest spirit, that 
a deeper sense of the goodness and love of their 
heavenly Father might be vouchsafed both to himself 
and to those beloved ones who were beside him. And 
while thus occupied, the fire kindled, and his deep 
rich voice fell in audible accents upon the ears of 
his wife and clftld, as if forgetful, for the time, of the 
presence of any but of that unseen, but most holy 
God, with whom he held communion from his inward 
spirit — " And now. Oh Lord, bless them, and cause 
the light of Thy countenance to shine upon them, 
and cause them to walk in that clear light ; and keep 
them undefiled in the way, that they turn not aside, 
but go forward in that path, that shining light, which 
shineth more and more unto the perfect day ; and 
cause the dew of Thy blessing, and the anomting 
grace of Thy Spirit, to rest upon them more and more, 
for the sake of Thy Blessed Son Jesus Christ our 
Lord ; and so cause us to abide in Him, and in holy 
and loving communion one with another, that when 
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He shall appear we shall be like Him, for we shall 
see Him as he is, and dwell with Him in Thy most 
glorious presence for ever." 
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SERMONS, 

BY HENRY EDWARD MANNING, 

ARCHDEACON OF CHICHESTER. 

In Three large Volumes^ 8vo. $1 25. 

SUBJECTS OF THE SERMONS. 

Vol. I. — The Mystery of Sin — Christians new Creatures — On Falling 
from the Grace of Baptism — The Mystery of Man's Being — Worldly Affec- 
tions Destructive of Love to God, — Salvation a Difficult Work — A Severe 
Life necessary for Cliri^t's Followers — Clirist our only Rest — The Danger of 
mistaking Knowledge for Obedience — Obedience the Only Reality — The 
Life of Ciirist tho only trre Idea of Self-Devotion — The Rewards of the New 
Creation — Crod's Kingdom immovable — The Daily Service a Law in God's 
Kingdom — The TlidJeii Life — Sins of Inlirmity — Self-Oblation the True 
Idea of Obedience — The Spiritual Cross — The Hidden Power of Christ's 
Passion — Siitfcnn^ the Sch'jol of Obedience — The Sleep of tlie Faithful 
Departed — 'I'lie Commemoration of tlie Faithful Departed — The Waiting 
of the Invisible Church -The AVai'.iug of the Visible Church — ITie Resurrec- 
tion of the Body — The Glory of the Righteous. 

Vol. 1 1. — Christ the Healing of Manldnd — Holiness in Childhood — Holy 
Obedience — Fasting a Means to Christian Perfection — The Nature and Lim- 
its of Temptaiion — Worldly Cares— Spiritual Presumption — Worldly Am- 
bition —The Right Use of Re-^t after Trial— ITie Sympathy of Christ— Sym- 
pathy a Note of the Church — The Holiness of Common Life — The World 
we liave Renounced — Of Mixing in tlie World, and its Safeguards — Poverty 
a Holy State — Devotion Posiiibie in tlie Busiest Life — Prayer a Mark of 
True Holiness — Short Devotion a Hindrance to Pmyer — The Long-suffering 
of Christ — The Gentleness of CliriU. 

Vol. hi.— The Good Shepherd— Tlie True Sheep— Tlie Great Motive 
—Halting between God and th;i World— The Sins that Follow Us— Self- 
f)eceit — The Freedom of the Hegenaratc Will — Slovenness in the Spiritual 
Life— The GifLof Abundiuit Life— The City of God— llie Cross the Measure 
of Sin— The Cross the Measure of Love A Life of Prayer a Life of Peace — 
'i'he Intercestsion of Christ the Strength of our Prayers — Praise — The Great 
Controversy — Pi*eparation for Death a State of Life — The Death of Christ 
our only Stay — The Fearfulness of Death — ^The Blessedness of Death — ^The 
Snare of the World and the Drawing of Christ the Two Great Antagonists — 
The Great Betrothal — The Vision of Beauty. 
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A TALE OF AND FOR ENGLAND IN 184- 
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EDITED BY THE REV. DR. WILLIAMS, 
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** We kftTt iMM, Ibr yean, foond ovraebrM m deepljr abiorbed in tfa« p«nMt of any 
w«irk of fictkm. A tale of more profovnd aad sustained interest we have never mut Tbs 
skill with which incident after incident is made to sustain the attention ; and with which 
moral and relifious truths of the hij^hest moment are interwoven without effort or affects 
tjon ; the rich and ezhaustless variety of thouirht, and imafrery, and diction^ which affords 
a continual relief and enjoyment—the exquisite beauty of its descriptions— the force aad 
frardenr of it* trajpc incident*— and the high philosophy which breathes in every pajire, 
and brinirs out such a noble moral throughout'-an appear to us to place this work on »» 
hlf h an elevation, that we should not find it easy to point to any work of fiction chamcter 
Ixed by so freat a combination of excellencies. Some of the scenes appear to os, doI 
inferior in power to the very best of Walter Scott. The discovery by Martrarnt or' 
Wheeler's wickedness ; the escape of Villiers and Bentley from the destruction mediuted 
•y Pearce ; the attack of the mob on the ian, and its defence by Viiliers ; the death of 
Wheeler; the recovery of the lost child by Villiers, and his repentance; have benii, we 
think, very rarely equalled. Of the principles of the work as an expression of Chureii 
principles, we cannot speak too highly. The comprehensiveness and deptii of its viows— 
the noble examples which it presents; the singular judgment with which it discriminatps 
true Catholicism from Romanism ; and the advice which it administers to Fome persoiw 
who have verged towards the Chureh of Rohia ; all render this work an inv^lual-'hr 
resource to those who are attached to the Church, on the highest and purest principles."— 
English Review 

** There are »wo words in our language the ' bans ' of whose marriage wc would 
solemnly * forbid.' * Religious ' and ' novel * are not merely paradoiical but directly 
antagonistical ; and religious novels, and novelties in religion, are alike objects to wbicit 
we always give a wide berth. There is no general rule, however, wUhotit its RVctsfinua , 
and as the Roman Cato could give character aiKl respectability to the lowest otlicc ?ii tin 
State, by assuming its duties, so even the religious novel maybe raised from its df(]i 
degradation by the combined energies of a powerful intellect, a refined taste, an An/ier- 
Saxon common sense, a chastened yet glowing ituagination, a keen yet poiibhcd irou}', n 
profound yet transparent philosophy, a quiet yet ardent love for the Church, and a caha 
yet devoted piety. All these have united to give character to * Hawkstone,' which bai 
leached a third edition in England, and is soon, we are informed, to be republished ib 
this country. It is an anonymous publication, but, unless there be two minds of precisely 
the same character and calibre, we cannot b« mistaken when we claim for it the pateriiii^ 
•f the learned and accomplished author of * Christian Morals ' and ' Christian Politics. * 
•mrOluwUnon Qoapel Metttnger 
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One Volume. 18mo. 50c. 

** This it ft •mall ftiid very neat edition o; a most deligbtful and uaeAil book. It soataiaa 
dM biocraphy oTauch ezcellest rharacterv n» Viacountera Falkland, tbe Countess of Car 
btrnr. Lady Capel, and Maiy Evelyn. We cannot think of a better volume to put ial« 
Che Pariah Library and the Family Circle. Wherever it goes, it murt exert a most bo 
•ifs influence.*'— Ca/MiW«r. 

** A fhaminjr compendium of frmaln biozrnphy, of which it moat have oeearred to th« 
reader there is a lack in our literature. Of course, as tbe title implies, the memorials ai4 ^ 

conflned to members of the Establisbrd Church of Enjrlaud, but that makes them no lea. 
mterestiof and certainly no leas profitHble to the rrlipious r«>adpr, since tbe principles oi 
virtue and reliirion are subjects for delightful contemplation, and profitable withal, wh^ 
aver their incidental relation or position. We are frlad to possess and commend to oth«t« 
this excellent publication.'* — N. Y. Commercinl. 

**No iutellifent Chr'ttiancan read these bioirraphical notices, without meetinf with trai' 
•f character well worthy of admiration and imitatton.'*'-Ss«flk«rfi OkMrekwum. 



LATHROP'S APOSTOLIC SUCCESSION. 
CHRIST'S WARNING TO THE CHURCHES: 

WITH AN APPKlfDIX OR THK 

AF08T0LI0 SnOOESSION. 

B J. THE 

REV. JOSEPH LATHROP, D. D. 

WITH AH IRTRODOCTORT NOTICE BY THE RKY. J. M. WAINWRIOHT, O. B. 

Handsome lOmo. 50c. 

** A Treatise on the necessity of external ordination, and of a succeuion IVom the Apo^ 
lien to eonstitote valid Orders, from a Congrefrational minister, is somewhat of an anomaly 
Yet this is such a one. The author wab settled in We^t Sprini^eld, Mass., and deliverod 
and published theae sermons on the occasion of being visited and annoyed by an itinerant 
preacher who ** made freat pretensions to piety," aud ** taught that every saint has a rirtt 
to preach.** The work in its present republished form, cannot fail to be useAil in teaehuf 
men flrom whence authority to preach the Gospel is to be derived.— Oatowter 

''Here we have a defence of the apostolic succession, written by an eminent Congrefa* 
tionalist, tbe Rev. Joseph Lathrop, and edited by a high Churchman, the Rev. Ur. Waia- 
wright It is a good book, although something of a curiosity in its way. It is g ttten wf 
ht Stanford and Sworda*s usuil neat and tasteful style.** • Recordtr. 
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RICHARDSON'S REASONS. 
The Ohurohman's Reasons for his Faith and Practice, 

WITH All APPENDIX ON THE DOCTRINE OP DETE1.0PMBNT 

BT TH S 

REV. N. S. RICHARDSON, A. M 

▲UTHOB OF "BXA80N8 WHY Z AM A OHUBCHSlANt" AC., AO, AC. 

One volume, l2mo. 15c. 

CONTENTS. Chapter I— Introduction. II— The Church a Viflible 
Society. Ill — The Miaiatry Christ's Positive loBtitution. IV — The Chris- 
tian Ministry consisting ot Three Orders V — Same subject continued 
VI — Same subject continued. VII*— Developments of Moderj Systema. 
VIII— The Unity of the Church, and the Sin and ETik of Schism. IX— 
Liturgies. X — Popular Objections against the Church answered. Appendiss 
•^Essay on the Doctrine of Development. 

** We are glad to see this book. It is one of the kind which the age requinjs, and we 
are happy to believe, it is Also seeking. Therr are evn^t minds and honest hearts, in 
•very religious denomination, who see the evils grursur out of the divisions in Christen- 
dom, and who are seriously inquiring whether these ttili.<* ought to he. The result of 
•ueh an investigation, undertaken with such a purp«i«<> miu hardly be doubtful. It will 
be a conviction that * God is not the author of oonfusioa out of order ; * that He hat 
instituted but one Body as the Church ; and that all who are not in communion with this 
Body, of which Christ is the head, are in what the Scriptures call schism. Having arrived 
at this paint, the vital question conies, what is the Church ? Where can be found thoee 
signs of a Divinely organised Body, which, originating in the appointment of Christ, has 
continued to this day, and thus gives assurance that he has been with it according to his 
promise, is with it, and will continue to be with it, 'even unto the end of the world V To 
those who are seeking for instruction, that their judgment may be guided to a right deter- 
mination of this question, we recommend this timely book. The subject of it is, * Tux 
Chubos of Ood; its VisiBii.rrr, MnnsTsv, UNmr, and Wobship.* 

** We are glad to see that the reverend author has devoted one chapter to the * Devetop- 
ments of Modem Systema.* The argument derived from this subject is calculated mora 
than any other, we think, to lead men to discover the errors and unsoundness, and insufll- 
eieney of tibose systems. They cannot stand, in the judgment oT sober-minded seekers 
after truth, with their divisions, vasciilations and heresies ; before the Scriptural truth. 
Apostolic order, regular Succession, and uninterrupted continuance of the *Holy Catholic 
Choreh.* "— i^«iHwr oftJu Oro— 



WHAT IS CRISTIANITY? 

BY THOMAS VOWLER SHORT, 
Om volume. 12mo, 50c. 

"ladistiiietaflM on relqiioas mbjects is agreut evil, particularly to the young i but the* 
slfieal deamess does not alwigrs lead to Christian edification and practical holinen. It 
has been the endeavor of the author to combine distinct views on the leading tenets of 
Christianity with that earnestness, without which religion ia apt to dwindle into a mere 
form. He has tried to place before his readers not words only, but ideas- to give them 
that which might guide them in the path to heaven— to jmpress en them the fundaraeital 
imthe of our holy faith— «nd to point out how this faith should show fi»rth its ellbcts in Um 
- irroncosottil^'' 
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PVIERCY TO BABES: 
A PLEA FOR THE CHRISTIAN BAPTISM OF INFANTS 

ADDRESSED TO THOSE WHO DENY THE VALIDITY OP THAT PRACTICB, 
UPON THE GROUNDS OF TUG DOCTRINE OF BAPTISM, AND TH£ 
ETERNAL SENSE OF HOLY WRIT, AND OF THE DOMES- 
TIC. SOCIAL, AND REU6IOUS NATURE OF MAN 

BT THE 

REV. WILLIAM ADAMS, S. T.P. 

rVIIBTTIR or THE PROTESTANT EPISCOPAL CHURCB IH THE DIOOMB ST 

WISCONSIN. 

One Volume, 12mo. 63c. 

•* AdaiM* * Mercy fbr Babes ' is a book of rare orifinalitjr and power. It is an arfameBi 
•f no ordinary cogency, well conceivedi and, in the nmin, well put, for the rif fat of infknts 
to the seal of blessing in tlie sacrament of l>aptiam. The writer eschews controversy, and 
vndertakes to lay down his doctrine, and prove it, oo iu own merits from the Bible only. 
He does it, and does it weU. We know a case in which his eud has been attained. An 
aaxiotts and intelligent * inquirer ' was distressed by some of tlie common specious objec- 
tions to infant baptiKm, which are so successful with the many who have neither ability 
nor inclination to examine thoroughly into their validity. * Mercy for Babes,' was rocom- 
mendfld, and the result was perfect satisfaction. The ground was cut up beneath the con- 
troversial statements that had given trouble, and they lost all their value. The literal 
truth of Scripture destroyed them. They were not opposed — not refuted — ^f here was no 
room leA for them. Truth, exhibited by no mealy -mouthed assertor, but with houe«t 
plaiuness and earnestness, took hold of the mind, convinced it, preoccupied it, and left no 
room for adverse sophistry and false axsertion. 

**But one need not bn in perplexity because of anti-psedo-bapUst assaults on the 
Church's love for little children, to profit by Mr. Adams' book. Not for many a day have 
we met with one that will better repay any reader for his trouble and time laid out in 
riving it a careful perusal. It is most clearly written under a sense of wont. The writer 
felt that he had something to Kay which had not yet been said as he could say it, anil that 
nov was the time to give it utterance. He has done so in unstudied honest plainness', and 
has shown that he was ri«rht Late years have brought out several good works on ArencAea 
of the poedo-baptist question ; this is the first that has touched the root." — Church Time*. 

** We have peculiar pleasure in announcing the work whose title we have given abovq 
in full, and which convey* a very accurate idea of the peculiar nature of the track whicj 
the author has chosen to pursue. He loaves untouched many of tlie branchesof the argu- 
ment for the baptism of infants which have already been ably and sufficiently dii«cus8«>d 
by preceding writers, and confines h^piself to what he we|] calls * the grand question '-« 
its moral, reliirious, domestic, and social considerations; rightly judging that when this is 
frltasit bhould be, minor quetitioDs will be easily agreed upon. He is evidently in earnest ( 
he writes from the heort; and only seeks readers who are equally in earnest, and who see 
and f<*el the deep and solemn importance of the subject. It is all the more valuable as 
'a book writt'in for plaiu people, and for common sense people;* and that the autbai 
■comes ibrwRrd, not as a controversialist to attack others, or to enter into discussion with 
any champion of the opposite vinws.' ' This,' he says, ' is not his object— bis purpof«e 
is far diftereut; he wishes to lay clearly and plainly before those who doubt or deny infant 
baptism, the giounds for his own belief that are to be found in ttie Scripture ;— to lay il 
before them as persons that have a real and %ital interest in it as professing Christiana 
as per8<His, too, that have the Bible in their hands, are bound to search for the truth 
there.' ** -^Banner of the Cro»» 
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THE STATE OF THE DEPARTED 

BY JOHN HENRY HOBART, D. D. 

EI9H0P 0£ THE PROT. EPIS. CHURCH IN THE DIOCESE OF NSW-TORR. 

Fourth Edition, One Vblu7ne, 12mo. 50c. 

** This little volume, pp. 139, contains an address delivered by Bishop Hobart at tht 
«neral of Bishop Moore, of New-York, in 1816 : also, a * Dissertation on the State of Da 
parted Spirits, and the Descent of Christ into Hell;' written by Bishop Hobart, in conso 
qiience of exceptions having been taken to his funeral address. The dissertation is 
published as last revised by the Right Reverend autlior. Those who wish to inform 
themselves upon this subject, will find in this book as good a treatise upon it as they will 
pi obably ever meet with." — Banner of the Croat. 

**The larger portion of this volume is occupied by 'A Dissertation on the State of 
Departed Spirits, and the Descent of Christ into Hell" — in which that subject is discussed 
with much clearness of statement, and fulness and force of reasoning — presenting the 
whole argament on the Kide adopted by the Bishop with an effect and in a compass not 
alsewbere, we believe, to be found in our language." — Southern Churchman. 

** Perhaps the best dissertation on the very important question as to the state of the 
departed, is this one of the lamented Bishop Hobart, in which the whole subject is 
thoroughly eztunined.'* — Providence Atlas. 

** The publishers of this valuable work have at last given us an edition in a style some- 
thing like what its merits demand. As it forms one of the volumes prescribed by the . 
House of Bishops in the course of study for candidates for Holy Orders, it is quite super- 
fluous for us to commend it." — Young Churchman's Miscellany. 

" This work of the late Bishop Hobart, is published at a very seasonable time, whan 
every doctrine of the Church is called in question. It was occasioned by the Bishop's 
sermon on the death of his predecessor. Bishop Moore of New-Vork, and is an unanswer- 
able defence of the doctrine of the intermediate state. Extracts are given as well from 
the writings of Dissenters as from those of the Anglican Church ; and the distinction 
between it and the Romish doctrine of purgatory is clearly pointed out. The present 
edition is beautifully got up, the paper excellent, and the type clear and good ; and as 
the work itself is used as a text book in the General Theological Seminary of the ChuCch, 
we have no doubt the sale thereof will be even more rapi<l than it has been from its first 
mpearance, and speedily repay the firm who have issued it in so creditable a sQrle.**- 
Wmtianal Press. 



WYATT^S PARTING SPIRIT^S ADDRESS. 

THE PARTING SPIRIT'S ADDRESS TO HIS MOTHER. 

BY REV. WM. EDWARD WYATT, D. D., 

SaCTOB OF 8T. FAUL'S PASISR, BALTnCOBX, 

Fou tk Edition, One Volume. ISmo. paper. 13e, 

'' We regai^ this as one of thn most touching and beautifbl things which we hare erer 
e4; oqually sound and judicious, it is calculated tu diffuse comfort through the mourn 

fall bome which has been bereft of some bright flower transplanted from thv sterile earth 

to tbe Faiadise of God.'*— ]7m«^ Churchman's Miscellany. 
** A f^Minh edition of this beautiful and tender little thing has been issued. E^er^ 
wtemi who has lost an engaging little child. wiP. read this admirable little tract w»tk 
e^ loterMt.**— ^{froiiir Spectator 
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/ArMXtama^ Works published by Stanford if Sunrdi 

WILBERFORCE'S PRAYERS. 

FAMILY PRAYERS, 

BY THE LATB 

W^ILLIAM WILBERFORCE, ESQ. 

EDIT7D BT HT9 SON, 

ROBERT ISAAC WILBERB^ORCE, M. A 

TO WHICH ABB ADDRD, 

PRAYERS BY THE REV. JOHN SWETE, D. D. 
One volume 18 wo. cloth, 25c. 

** Tlh^t the habit of family devsti^n is not inconsisteut wi^h the most zealoun aad 
■itted Ck^charge of public duty is evinca^ by tlie example whicn the author of thoM ^hw 
an affurii^vl. His sing'ular union, itideed, or^ivate religion and public usefulnese, may n 
great mea^^re be attributed to that state of miuJ of which this custom was at once a cauM 
and a con8««quence. The Grecian colonists, wnose more polished manners, aQd the nan 

f»Ucity of u tose native speech, were eudanfrercd through the contaminations of barbarian 
ntercourse, ^y assembling at stated seasono, to confess their degeneracy, and revive tha 
thought of p««rer times, retained as well the language which was their common bond, as the 
•uperiority which was the birth-right of their race. Amidst the increasing turmoil of our 
days, the custom of daily worship may be looked to by Christians for a similar r>>6ult. It 
has been shown, indeed, that this practice comes commended by the experience of former 
times. But if it were needed in a period of quiet and repose, how much more amidst the 
■fitation by which our cities are now convulsed^ and which shakes even the villagep of 
our land ! In tranquil days, the disciples were comforted by the presence of Christ ; but 
if was amidst the waves of Gennesaret that they learned to appreciate that power which 
eould hush the stormy elemectv into rest. It was when neither sun nor stars for many 
dayt appeared, and no small tempest lay lipon him, that the captive apostle coild be 
ef good cheer, because there waa with him the angel of that God, whose he was aud whoii 
he served.** 



THORNTONS'S PRAYERS. 

FAMILY PRAYERS, 

AND 

PRAYERS ON THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. 

TO 'VTHICH IS ADDED, 

A FAiriLY COMMENTARY UPCN THE SERMON ON THE MOUNT 

BT THE LATE 

HENRY THORNTON, ESQ., M. P. 

EDITED BY THE 

RIGHT REV. MANTON EASTBURN, D. D., 
Bishop of Massachusetts. , 

One handsome volume, 12mo. 75c. 

** The present volume contoins Iato works, which have been separately published m £■§• 
aud; the Family Commentary on the Sermon on the Mount having appeared there, abovl 
a year after the first edition of the Family Prayers. The arraiisfrMURnt now adopted wit 
it is thought, be foun^ s^ir etiint for domestic worship; as combining within the 8am% 
volume a Mannii ^/pruycr, and portions of scriptural exposition for reading. 

" It may so jm presumptuous in the K<litur to say any thing by way of introduction to 
productions bearing on their title-page the name of Thornton : — a name, familiar not to 
England only, but to the world ; and indissolubly associated with our thoughts of whatever 
i» enlarged in Christian bitncficeuce, sound in religious views, and beautiful in consistency 
of daily practice. lie will take the liberty, however, of simply saying, that in regard t( 
the Family Prayers, that, without at all detracting from the merit of other works of the 
same description, they appear to him to preserve, in a remarkable decree, the difficult and 
happy medium between verboseness on che ono hand, and a cold conciseness on the other. 
It is believed that none can use them, without feeling that they impart a spirit of grati« 
tHde and solf-humiliation. They are what prayers should be, — ^fervent, and yet perfectly 
Bimple. 

** The Commentary upon the Sermon on the Mount, is remarkable throughout for 
the profound insight into human nature which it manifests : for its clear exhibition of th# 
ftiaaameiital truths of the gospel : and for the faithfulness, honesty, and at the 
ike trve retnement and diymtji «f the !a\)guafe io which itt insU'Uotione are 
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R EC ANTATION. 

WU^amlttMMk, me, fhe O^aSuadonM of a Contrtrt to 
A TALE OF DOMESTIC AND RELFGIOUS LIFE IN ITALTr 

BDITSO BT 

REV. WM. INGRAHAM KIP. 
One handsome volume. 16mo. 63c. 



I 



**This Toluin* is « raprint ot one published in London during the last year. A friend 
p*aced it in the hands of thp editor, because iroin his acquaintance with the scenes in 
w^hich the story is laid, and the opportunities he ha(^ enjoyed of gaining some knowledge 
of the tone of thought and feeling prevailing in Italian society, it was* believed be might 
be able to decide on the justneiis of its claims to be taken as a faithful picture. To the 
fidelity of the author's description of places^ thu £ditor can bear his unhesitating testimony. | 

Almost tivery pa;e arrayed before hun some scene associated with the pleasant hours he 

Kent in classic Italy. The stately palaces of fascinating Florence — ^the woody hill of 
esole, where JMUlton mused and wrote — the peaceful valleys of * leafy Vallambro&a- 
the animated walks of the Coscine— the treasures of the Pitti Pula<:e — the splendor of the 
Ducal Court — the beautiful scenery of luxui iant Tuscany — all, are called up again to 
memory by the allusions of this narrative. And mingled with these came less pleasing 
remembrances of superstitions such as are here portrayed, and the nroeillanee of a 
religious despotism before which all trembled. The scoffing, infidel tone of some of these 
conversations is not imaginary. The Editor has himself heard it, when men uttered to 
him, a foreigner, what they would not dare to speak to their own countrymen, and even 
than declared their unbelief in the system under which they were forced to Ihra, 

* in bondsmen's key. 
With bated breath and whispering fearfulness.* 
He faelt, therefore, that the whole air of this work is truthful, and as such he would com 
mend it to his young countrywomen.**— Aev. IT. /. Kip. 

•* This is a work of fiction. The subject of it was an English lady who abandoned the 
faith of the Church of England, which was in the way of he'r marriage with an Italian 
nobleman ; the marriage was consummated ; she lived unhappily ; renounced her connec- 
tion with the Church of Rome, and returned to her former faith. It will be « popular 
book, no dottbL"— Saiiaer of the Crosa. 

** The work has a peculiar interest, apart from its merits as a composition, and will be 
read probably by both Roman Catholics and Protestants." — Exprt»$. 

** We have been more deeply interested in this neatly got up and well printed volume 
than we had any expectation of when we commenced. It relates to a topic of great interest 
at the present time, and will, we trust, be the means of leading parents to consider the 
iangerotts fascinations of Romanism as presented by Jesuits and studied apologists, and 
how easily the ignorant are led to believe its lying absurdities. We beg to add our testi- 
mony to that of the accomplished editor of the volume in favor of its truthfulnoes and . 

fairness. Indeed we might go much further and declare that from some slight acquaint- 
as se with Italian life and manners, we think the author has under stated the trjith m 
regard to the practical infidelity of the better informed in the Romish Church^^ 8uch is 
certainly our opinion. However that may be, we commend the volume to the thoughtful • 

perusal of our readers."— Foxn^ Churchman' t MUctUany. ' 

**A sea»onabIe and valuable work."— £veatiii^ Oaiette. 

**This if a beautifully printed volume. The title sufficiently explains the nature «»( the 
work, anU the object for which it is designed." — Southern Churchnuin. * 

"Of the theology of this work, our neutrality forbids us to speak; but of its literary 
mcritc we can and mcst speak favorably. It is a tale of domestic and religious life ib 
Italy, by one who has seen all that is here described. The allusions are redolent with 
classic sweets. The book is artistically ept up by the trade." — If, Y. Sun. 

*< We have not read this work, but some of our Protestant friends, who have read it 
tay that it is a charming book ; that it gives a more perfect insight into the interUtf of 
Italian society, than any book recently published ; that *he story is well told and llR 
interest is maintained to the last; and that the lovers f fiction rrid the lovers of truth wiL 
^ alika gralified bf its perusaL'' — LouifPtUe Joummi 



Valuable Work*, publithed by Statiford ^ Smordi. 



WANT'S HAPPINESS OF THE BLESSED 

THE HAPPINESS OP THE BLESSED 

CONSIDBKP.D AS TO 

THE PARTICULARS OF THEIR STATE ; 

THEIR RECOGNITION OF EACH OTHER IN THAT STATIC 

AND ITS DIFFERENCE OF DEGREES. 

TO WHICH ARE ADDED 

MUSINGS ON THE CHURCH 

AND HER SERVICED. 

BY RICHARD MANT, D.D., 

LORD BISHOP OF DOWN AND CONNOR. 

One volume. 12ilio. 75c. 

** We would have this volume find itH way into titfy Christian family where there it 
one person that can read. If scriptural truth and warm devotion can commend a book, 
this will not be neglected. 

** Bishop Mant as a poet is not duly appreciated. Whether this arises from a distaste 
fbr the Sonnet, or from an idea that he has menJy imitated Wordsworth, it is equally a 
mistake. His sonnets are generally carefully constructed, and seldom lacking iu elevatioii 
of •entiraeut. They sometimra, it is true, are not so well compacted and pointed as the 
form requires, but this is owing to the didactic toue which many of their subjects neces- 
aitate. Above all they are full of the genuine Anglican feeling which Wordsworth often 
does not display. The reader of the * Musinirb * will, we think, feel that this seriea is 
more animated by a Church spirit than Wordsworth's." — ChurckvMn. 

" Sound in doctrine, rich in thought, beautiAil in style, and devotional in its character, 
this work ranks among the choicest specimens of English Theological litprnture. It has 
already become endeared to thousands of Christian Churchmen, with whom, like * Scenes 
in our Parish,' and the * Christian Year,' it is a household volume.** — Calendar. 

** No Christian cao read this volume without having his intelligent faith and l>opfl. 
•trengthened and confirmed. Whatever diflference of opinion may exist on points of cc* 
clesiastical policy, or even upon doctrines, such books as this form a point of aitractiou 
where the redeemed of every Christian creed can meat in peace and harmony, and sit 
together at the threshold of heaven to talk of their future onion where sebts and parties 
irill be unknown. There is that in Bishop Mant's style which commands tha reader's nn- 
vearied interest."— OouMMrcuU. 



MANT'S HOR>E LITURQIOE. 

BKINO 

A GUIDE TO UNIFORMITY I\ THE CELELRATION 

OF DIVINE SERVICE. 

BY THE RT, REV. RICHARD MANT, D. D., 

LORD BISHOP OF DOWN AND CONNOR. 

WITH ADDITIONS, TO ADAPT IT TO THE AMERICAN CHURCH. 

BY THE REV. W. D. WILSON, M. A. 
One Volume. 12mo. 75c. 

** We earnestly commend this volume to the attention of tWe clergy ol the Church, « 
a work the want of which has been long A»lt, particularly in this country. Bishop Mant 
has ably Ailfilled the task imposed upon himself, and the Notes and Additions of tha 
Ijiierican editir are judicious and commendable. We trust that those who are just en 
taring upon their sacred calling, will g«ve heed to the counsels of this volume, that they 
may b^n aright, and that the beautiful fabric of our liturgy, bequeathed by the noble 
army of martyrs and confessors, may preMOt that beaut) of uniformity which they in- 
landed, uudidlgttnMl by tbs crude notions of thoae who would gild refiood gold« or paiol 
llMlUjr ' 
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VaiudhU WorkSf published by Stanford ^ Sw&rd». ' 

JACKSON'S REMAINS. 
THE LIFE AND REMAINS 

OP TUB 

REV. WILLIAM JACKSON, 

LATE RECTOR OF ST. PAUL'S CHURCH, LOUISVHXE. 

WITH A f 

■ j 

BRIEF SKETCH OF HIS LIFE AND CHARACTER | 

B T T H X 

4 

REV. WM. M. JACKSON. 
One Jiandsame volume. 8vo. $1,75. i 

** The Ufa of « laborious and devoted clerpjrman, present! few incidents •« • m tJM 
Bttention of those who read for pastime, or mere mental excitement. But to ail « mo love 
10 contemplate pure character, profound and earnest piety, and thorough devotVMS to the 
■orrico of Christ, a record like the one before us, is rich in attractions. 

" Many of our readers will reco^ize every line of the faithful portraiture here pre> 
venteo. The Rev. Mr. Jackson was for many years Rector of St. Stephen's Church, io 
this city, and in that position his faithfhl, judicious, xealoua, and self-ndenyiiijir exertions 
were eminently blessed. Memorials of his earnest ministry, his humble, saintly life, and 
lis abundant labors for Christ and the Church are written in many hearts in our midst, m 
well as in that distant field were his last years were spent. He has left behind bim a re- 
•olation which every parochial elei^ryman may well covet, as his beet legacy to the Church. 

** To say that the volume before us is full of iuterest for the Christian reader, would be 
« speak far too coldly of its merits. It is replete with instructioo of that hi|rh characlet 
which arrests the intellect while it subdues tne heart. ft is the more valuable, inasmucii 
«s it consists chiefly of the sermons aad other instructions of the Christian piuiior, whose 
memorial to the Church it is, stamped with fVesh and living interest, so that as we read, it 
4i sometimes hard to realize, that the lips that uttered them are now closed in death, and 
that the soul from which they sprang has gone to its reward. * Being dead he yet speak- 
•th ;* and happy will it be for us all, if amidst the excitements and distractions of these 
■ames, the excellent counsels of our departed brother shall impress us with a more soleuin 
sense of the exalted duties and awfhl responsibilities of the ministry of reconciliation in the 
Church of the living QoAJ"^'Prote9ta,nt Ckurchman, 

^'This is the title of a large, handsomely printed volume, from the press of Stanford aud 
Swords, containing a brief biographical memoir of the late Rector of St. Paul's ChurcU 
Luuisville, Ky., together with extracts from his letters, the sermon preached ou occasion ol 
his funeral, by Bishop Smith, minutes of conversation, sermons, ana various fra^Bkents, the 
collection and publication of which was earnestly desired by a large number of h's frienda 
■nd parishioners. 

* The character which is described in this volume is eminently that of a Christian uMiis 
tar, and though the seeker after bold adventure, or vivid incident, may not find within iti 
pages the material for gratifying his peculiar tastes, the record of a good man's life cannot 
be read without interest or profit, even though there be little in it of the startling or th« 
adventurous. We earnestly commend this volume therefore to the attention of our rcdul- 
er8.*''>£«e««iy QaietU. 

**This is the title ofa very handsome octave volume, which has been recently published 
in New-York. It is well printed on fine paper, and is embellished with a portrait which 
will strike all who remember bow the lamented original looked, as an excellent likeness 
The volume consists ofa memoir of Mr. Jackson, a selection from his sermons and letters, 
and extracts from his writings. It is a worthy tribute to the mc'mory of a good mail la 
this co-Tinninity no recommendation is necessary to induce persons to purchase sinfliijjjiToi 
vme. Of ,:ourse his numerous friends and admirers mill hasten to supply i*Miaa«li 
•cpiaa of tli^ work "-^LouitvUU JownaL • 



Vahtable Works, published by Stamfiiri if SiMri*. 



MEMOIRS OF MRS. ELIZABETH FRY, 



INCLUDING 



A HISTORY OF HER LABORS 



IN PROMOTING 



TUB REFOBS&TION OF FEMALE FBI80Ki!£B, 



AND THS 



IMPROVEMENT OF BRITISH SKAMEN, 

BT THE 

REV. THOMAS TIMPSON, 

Honorary Secretary to the British and Foreign Sathrs' Society 

One volume, 12mo. 75c. 

** An tnterestiog sketch of the life, labors, and death of one who wa? nunibered vith the 
salt of the earth. In works of love, she was moot abundant. She toil«)d with indefatiga- 
ble zeal, for the benefit of her sex, exploring the darkness of dun .eons, and diffusing 
through them the light and influence of her own lovely and tender spiriL" — Epitcopeu 
Recorder, 

** Mrs. Fry was one of those unselfish beings, whose sole object in life seems to be to £c 
good, to the full extent of the means and opportunities with which €rod hat: blnssi^d them. 
Her arduous labors in effecting reform in prisons, were no less earnest and succcsiiful than 
her exertions in behidf of the seamen of Great Britan, a class whose moral and spiritual 
interests, had been, until her day, shamefully neglected. Ttiis volume exhibits the incep* 
tion, progress and results of her beuevolcut enterprises, and is filled with mutter of rare 
interest to the Christian and philanthropist. It deserves a wide circulation."— ProtsftaxI 
Okurckman. 

** She lived a lifo of active benevolence, however, which may be usefully contemplated 
and copied by those of a sounder faith. By her numberless journies to visit the abodes of 
the poor, the sick, and the imprisoned, and by her ceaseless efforts to ameliorate their con- 
dition, she earned the well-deserved name of ' the female Howard.' Her useful career i* 
welljportrayod in this volume.'^ — Calendar. 

'* The extraordinary character of Mrs. Fry, and her unparalleled labors exerted to pn»- 
laole the reformation of female prisoners, and the improvement of British seamen, have 
••rn«d for her a reputation throughout Great Britan and Europe, second only to that of 
the philanthropist Howard. Mr. Tiwpsou's Memoir is a brief but comprehensive tribute 
to her virtues and worth, by one who was associated with her in some department of phi 
laothropic service."— Oatette if Times. 

**, Some time ago we announced the intention of the New-York puolishers to rf produso 
this work fiom the English edition. Their purpose is now fulfilled, and no doubt the phl« 
lanthropie reader will greatly prize this memorial of a lady who, beyond all her female 
eootemporaries, was in labors of benevolence abundant. The AmericaK edition, with the 
exception thaf: it has no portrait, is nearly or quite equal to the English aud at a loss price. 
The admirable system with which Mrs. Fry prosecuted her labors is bejond all praise 
and if lite work wrought no other purpose than furnishin'^f such an example of ordnr inthfi 

Srosectttion of multifarious duty, it would amply repay the purchsisc. But its usefaliiMf 
I by do means confined to thai single feb Mre.''*-'lr. Y. Commercial AdverttMr, 



VdlmahU Works^ published by Stanford Sf Swords, 



WAINWRIQHT'S PRAYERS. 
An Qnler of Family Prayer for every Day in the Week 

BT THK 

REV. J. M. WAINWRIGHT, D. D. 

ASSISTANT MIMISTXR OF TRIHITT CHURCH, NKW-TORR. 

One beautiful volume. l2mo. 75c, 



the o|>portiiDitf we have had to examine and use this addition to our list of aids 
|» Jevoliou, ve are led to regard it as a very useful coatributioa."— Gos^Z Mesatnger, 

"It fives not only as appropriate form of prayer for every day in the week, and fo? 
tka %anous special occasions that present themselves, in the prozress of family life, bdl 
also well chosen selections from the Scriptures, for readiug*; and is, iu fact, au adaptation 
«f the Episcopal liturgy to family wants and aptitudes. The supplications, partly cri|[inai, 
kut mainly compiled from old devotional writers, breathe throughout a fine spirit of 
hsmility and earnestness ; and the language is at once chaste, eloquent, and reverentiaL* 
-oif. Y. Com. Advertiser. 

** The Tolume is a most acceptable one, both as a manual for family worship, and a book 
•f ^ecimens of the devotional literature of the Kpiscopal Church.** — PkUmde^kiu Eu9 



FAMILY AND PRIVATE PRAYERS. 

BT THB 

REV. WM. BERRIAN, D. D. 

RKCTOR OP TRINITY CHURCH, NXW-TORK. 

f^ourih edition. One handsome 12mo. volume. Large type. 

** The present edition of this manual has been newly arranged and materially enlarged. 
Most of the additions which have been made to it consist of Ancient Litanies, purified from 
all taint of superstition and error, and presenting a perfect embodiment of Christian trutb 
expressed in the mobt fervent strain of devotion. The other parts have been drawn froa 
like writings of the earlier divines of the Church of EapluKi, and other rare and curioa* 
sources. Tlie quaintness, the reduoditnce, and rnapsody with which they were for the 
Most part disfijrured, have been carefully r<^ected ; and the richness, the fullness, the deptti 
of feeling and glow of expression most scrupulously retained. The apprehension is felt, 
however, that it will still be too earnest and fervid for the lukewarmnem and apathy oi 
the orosent a^e.** 

**ln this large ajtlT well-executed volume, I)r. Berrian ba» iuinisbed all who love the 
Liturgy and the spirit of the Prayer Book, y/iih a most val<lable manual ; valuable alike 
for its freedom from all irreverent and unseemly familiarity of approach to the throne of 
grace, and for its deep and ^'lowing fervor of devotion to God. We regard it as no small \ 

matter to compose or even well arranire a book of famiiy and privfito prayers ; and it is 
manifest that few succeed, from the fact that there seems to be continual demand for new i ; 

ones, which shall supply what is lackinjr in those nlready before the publie. Dr. Bernan'f i j 

manual will rank among the first, if not the first and from its copiousness wilU wc ars f| 

persuaded, furnish all classes of minds with food fcuitable for their soul's health aiid com i| 

ftM-t ' -rouMg Okurckman'e Miecellany. * 
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